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RoflALiVD. Farewell 9 Monsieur Traveller; liook, you lisp, and weai» 
•trange suits ; dis^le all the benefits of your own country ; be out of love 
with your Nativity , and almost chide God for making you that counte- 
l(ance you are ^ or I wills^arpefl^bi^ that ;jr<n(rhave swam iu a GojfDOLAf 

As Tou hwi IT, Act iy< Sc* I* 

' UrmotoHohDftJtB ^cfrknieraiadn. 

That is , been at VerUce , which was much visited by the young Eng* 
Ush gentlemen of those times , and was then what J'om is now «<» the 
ffeat of all dissoluteness, S, A* 
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*Tis known , at lea&t it should be^ ^t througlumt 
All countries of the Gith'olic persuasion , 

Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday comes about ^ 
The people take their fill of recreation^ 

And buy repentance^ ere they grow devout, 
However high their rank , or low their station, 

With fiddling, feasting, dancing, drinking, masquing^ 

And other things which may be had for asking* 

The moment night with dusky mantle covers 

The skies (and the more duskily the better) ^ 
The time less. liked by husbands than by lovers 

Begins , and prudery flings aside her fetter j 
And gaiety on restless tiptoe hovers. 

Giggling with all the gallants w^ho beset her ; 
And there are songs and quavers, roarings humming^ 
Guitars , and every other sort of strumming^ 

DL 
And there are dresses splendid ^ but fantastical ^ 

Masks of aU'times and nations > Turks and JeW5> 
And harlequins and clown, with feats gymiUurtical, 

Greeks^ Romans^ Yankee^doodles; and Hindoos^ 

I. 
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All lincb of dress , eltcept the eccleslnstica] ^ 

All people , as their fancies hit , may choose , 
But no one in these parts may quiz the clergy^ 
Therefore take heed g ye Ffeethii|kers ! I charge ye^ 

IV. 
Tou'd better walk about begirt with briars^ 

Instead of coat and smallclothes^ than put on 
A single stitch reflecting upon friars ^ 
Although you sw^ore it only was in fun ^ 
They'd haul yon o'er the coals , and stir the fire» 

Of Phlegethon with every mother's son, 
Nor say one mass to cool the cauldron's bubble 
That boiled your bones , unless yon paid them double^ 

But saving this , yoti may put on w^hate'er 
You like by way of doublet , cape or doak , 

Such as in Monmouth- street , or in Rag Fair, 
Would rig you out in seriousness or joke j 

And even in Italy such places are 
With prettier names in soRer accents spoke. 

For, bating Covent Garden, I can hit on 

Ko place that's called « Piazza » in Great Britain. 

VI. 

This feast is named ihe Carnival^ which beiiifg 

Interpreted , implies « farewell to flesh : n 
So call'd , because the name and thing agreeing. 
Through Lent they live on fish both salt and fresh^ 
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But -why they usher Xent -with so much glee iii ^ 

h more than I can tell , although 1 guess 
^Tis as we take a glass with friends at parting^ 
fai the stage-coach or packet , just at starting^ 

vn. 

And thus they bid fariwdl to cai^al di^e^^ 

And solid meats ^ and highly spic'd ragoiits , 
To live for fotty days on ill-dress'd fished^ 

Because they have no sauces to their stews > 
A thing w^hich causes many a poohs n and « pish^ ,n 

And several oaths (which would not suit the Muse)^ 
Prom travellers accustomed from a boy 
To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy; 

Vffl. 
And therefore humbly I would recommend 

« The curious in fish-sauce , before they cro^ 
The sea, to bid their cook, or wife or friend , 

Walk or ride to the Strand , and buy in gross 
(Or if set out beforehand , thei^ may send 

By any m^ans least liable to loss) , 
Ketchup , Soy Qiili^ vinegar , and Harvey , * 
Or, by the Lord ! a Lent will well nigh stdi^e jrej 

K. 
That is to sty , if your religion^s Rdman , 

And you at Rome would do as Romans do. 
According to the proverb,'^although no m^ln, 

If foreign; is obliged to fast j and you p 
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If protestant; or sickly , er a woman , 

Would rather dine in sin on a riagont— 
Dine^ and be d — d ! I don't mean to be coarse^ 
But tbat's the pemdty^ to say no worse. 

X. • 

Of all the plac^ where the Carnival 

Was most. facetious in the days of ytfTe , 
For dance ^ and song^ and serena^kf, and ball^ 

And masque y and mime , and mystery, and more 
Than I have time to tell now , or at all, 

Venice the bell from every city bore. 
And at the moment v^rhen I fix my story. 
That sea-bom city was in all her glory. 

XI. 
TheyVe pretty faces yet , those same Venetians, 

BladL ey^ , arch'd l^ows, a^d swe^t expressions 9UII , 
Such as of old w^ere copied from the Grecians, 

In ancient arts by moderns mimick'd ill ; 
And like so many Venuses of Titian'# , 

(The best's at Florence— -see it, if ye will,) 
They look when leaning pver the balcony, 
Or stepp'd from out a picture by Giorgfpne, 

XU. 
^Vhose tints are trutli and beauty at their b«tf 

And when you to Manfrini's palace go. 
That picture ( howsoever fine the rest ) 

Is loveliest to my mind of all llie sliow> , 
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It may perhaps be also to ybm zest , 

And that's the cause I rhyme upon it so , 
*Tis but a portrait of his son, and wife 
And self; but such a woman ! love in life ? 

xm. 

Love in full life and lengflr, Hot love" ideal i' — 

No nor ideal beauty, that fine name, 
But something better still., so very real, 

That the sweet model musSfc have been the same; 
A Ihing that you would purchase, beg^ or steal, 

Wer't not impossible , besides a shame: 
The face recals some face , as 'twere with pain , 
You once have seen , but ne'er will see again ; 

XIV, 
One of those forms which flit by us, when we ' 

Are young , and fix our eyes on every fece; 
And , oh ! the loveliness at times we see 

In momentary gUding , the soft grace , ' . 
The youth, the bloom, the beauty wrhich agree^ 

In many a nameless being* we retrace , 
Whose course and home we knew not , nor shall knowji 
Like the lost Pleiad * seen no more below. 

XV. ., 
I said that like a picture % tiiorgione 

Venetian women wer0 , iind so they ctm, ^ . 

*« Quae septem dici $ex tamf» «S8ft wjjei»t,,» Oi^io-.^-^ •;: ;; ' i 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



6 



Particular jr seen from a balcony , , 

(For beauty's sopietimes best set off af^r) 

And there, just like a heroine of Gpldoni^ 

They peep from out \}ie blki^i or o'^^ the bar | 

And^ truth to say^ they're mostly very pretty, 

And rather like to fihoyv ij> mpre'ft the pity J 
. XVI, [-^ . 

For glances beget ogles, ogles sighs. 

Sighs vvishes , wishes words , and words a letter , 
Which flies on wings of light-heeled Mercuries ^ , 

Who do such things because they know no better } 
And then, God knows what n)ischief ^lay arise , 

When love links two young people in one fette^^ ^ 
Vile assignations , and adulterous beds. 
Elopements, l?r9keu ypws, and hearts, and heads, 

. /xva, 

Shakespeare described the sex in Desdemona 
As very fair, but yet suspect in fame , 

And to this day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the same, 

Except that since those tiiues was never known a 
Husband whom mere suspicion could inflAiv^ 

To sufifooale a wife no more than twenty, 

Because she had a u cavalier servant^. >v 

'"yxviiL^" "' 

Their jealousy ( 5f' tliey are ever jealous ) 
Is of a fair comffexion altogether, • 
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N«t like tbat sooty devO of OtheDo^s 

Wbidb flmothers women in a bed of featlier. 
But worthier of these more joDy fi^ws , 

When weary, oi ^ miitrkiionial tether 
His head for suchia wife nO' mortal bothers. 
But takes at onoe anolhery or another's. 

MX. 
J)id*8t ever see a gondola ? For fear 

yon should not| FIl describe it you exactly : 
^is a long covered boat that's common here. 

Carved at the prow, bnflt'Hghtly, but compactly^ 
Rowed by two rowers , ^ach called « Gondolier , » 

It glides along the water Iboking blackly. 
Just like a cofl^ dapt id a canoe. 
Where ncme can make out what you say or do,. 

XX. 
And up and down the long canals &ey go, 

And under the Rialto shoot along, 
Uy night and day, all paces, swift or slow. 

And round flie theatres, a sable throng. 
They wait in their dust livery of woe. 

But not to them do woeful things belong, 
For sometimbs they cbntain a deal of fun, 
Like moumibg coaches w^hen the funeral's Jone* 

XXI. 
Bnt lo my story ^^T^was some years agoy ' 

It may be thirty, forty, more or lesS/ 
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The carnival -was at its height, and so 
Were all kinds of buQbonery and dressy 

A certain lady went to nee the Aow, 
Her real name I know uoti nor can guass, . 

And so we'll call her Laura, i£ you please, 

Because it slips into my verse with ease, 
XXB. 

She w^as not old, nor young, nor at the years 

Which certain people call a n certain, age^ » 
Which yet the most uncertain age appears-. 

Because 1. never heard, nor coidd engage 
A person yet/ty prayers^ or br^ihes, or tears^ 

To name> define by speech, or write on page. 
The period meant precisely by that word^*^ 

Which surely.is exceedingly- absurd*^ 

XXIH, 
Laura was blooming still, had made iim best 

Of time, and time returned the compliment. 
And treated her genteelly, so that, drest. 

She looked extremely wdOl where'er she went ; 
A pretty woman is a welcoipe guest > 

And Laura's brow «| frown 'had rarely bent. 
Indeed she shone all smiles, and seemed to Ibtter 
Mankind with her black eye^ for lookipg at her,- 

XXIV. 
5he was a married 'weman; 'ti» oonvement,. 

Because in Christian countries 'tis a rule 
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To view their littk slips wilh eyes more lenient j 

Whereas if single kdiespky the twA, 
(Unless within the period intenrenient^ 

A well-timed wedding miikes the scandal cgq)} 
I don't know how they ever can get otier it^, ' 
Sxcept they n}anage<neret to discover it. ' ' 

• xxv; • ''''^- ' ^■ 

Her hushand sailed upon the Adriatic^ . ' ' 

And made some voyages^ too'^ in othe^seits, ' 
And w^hen he lay in quaratitiiie for pratique , 

(A forty days' precaution 'gainst disease,) 
His wife would mount , at times , hei* highest atlic. 

For thence she could discern the ship with ease': 
He was a merchant trading lo Aleppo , 
His name Giuseppe, called more brie0y, Beppo. * 

XXVI. 
He was a man as dusky as a Spaniard, 

Sunburnt with travel, yet a portly figure; 
Though coloured, as it were , within a tanyard, ; f 

He was a person both of sense and yigour-vr* 
A better seamen never yet did man yard ; 

And she J although her manners shewed no rigom*^; 
Was deemed a woman of the strictest principle , . 
So much as to be thought almost invincible* 



Beppo is the Joe of tbe Italian Joseph, 
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;!.. ■. XXVU. .' .- M . 

But several years elapf^e^ siiice.l)(i^y ImAmeti ; , 
Some people thought the ship was lost, an^sqv^e, 

Tliat he had BOlPeijio,^ Uu^^^red into At^,; . i: . 
And did not Uket)^, thoughts o£ steering hfttu^j ' r 

And there were sev^c;a], ofibred wy bej;, , ,j , 

Or that he would, or that he would not come, 

For most men (till by losing rendered sager) . f 

Will back theirf^:^^^];^ j9pi^on8 with a wager, v j : . 

,;..,- 'Xxyni. 

Tis said that thei^* last parting was pathetic ^ 

As partings often ^re, o^ ought to be^ 
And their presentiment was. quite prophetic 

That they should never njqre each other se^, 
(A sort of morbid feelipj^, half poetic, 

Whidi I have known occi|r in two or three) 
When kneeling on the ^hore uppn her s^d knee • 
He left this Adriatic Ariadne. . . . , . ^ 

' ' • xxix*. ■ * '^ ; " ;"'■ ■ 

And Laurk waited long, and wept a Uttle , 

And thought of wearing w^eeds , as well she might \ 
She almost lost all appetite for victual, 

And ^cbuid not sleep with ease alone a night; 
Slie deemed the w^indow-frames and shutters brillle, 

Against a daring house-breaker or sprite , 
And so she thought it prudent to connect her 
With a vice-husband; chiefly to protect hef\ 
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She cliose^ (and what is there they will nbl chooae^ 
If only you will but oppose tb^ choice?) 

'Till Beppo should return -from his long cruise^ 
And bid once more kerfafthlid heart rejoice, 

A man some womefn Kke, luid yet abuse— - 
A coxcomb w^as he by the public voice; 

A count of Tfealth^ they^saidy as well as quality 

And in bis pleasures of gteai liberality. 
XXXf. 

And then he, was a Qount^ and' then he'k'tafiii^- -- ^ 

Music ^ and dancings fiddling^ Preiidi and Tiiacan; 
The last not easy, be itlnowui to you> 

For few Italians speak; the right Etruscttt.* 
He was a critic upon c^ieras^ too y 

And knew all nioe^iieBof the sook and buskin ; 
And no Venetian audience could endure a 
Song^ scene y or aur^ when he cried asecDatani. » 

xxxn. 

His « bravo » waf debadVe^ for that soonck 
Hushed « acad^uic , m ' 8^g;faed in silent awe ; . 

The fiddlers trembkd as he looked ax^uiidy , 
For fear of some false note's detected flaw. 

The « prima donnlEiV)^ tuneful heart w^ould bound ^ 
Dreading the de^ damnation of his « bah ! » 

Soprano^ basso , even the contrb-^alto, 

Wished him five fiilhoni undbr the' Riallo, 
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He patronk'd the Im^rorrisatori ^/ 'j J ; : / ; «. 

Nay, could hi)aiaelf.iixtemf)oria»j^iiiefeU)ti^^ 
Wrote rhyme^, saog ^oiags^ jc^MM^al^P teU a:8lory^ 

Sold pictui^es,: ajBd waar 3slt3ftil iu .ihfe dance as 
Ilalians can be , tbough ia Uiia? .the^r ^ry 

Must surely yie^d tb^ palm to djat which France lias; 
III short, he was a, perfect cavaK^o , 
And to his very valet «e^m'd a hero, 
XXXIV; 

Then he was fkithfdl, too ^aai. well: aidmorotw; 

So that no sort of i female coold coinphdn. 
Although they're now and then a £ttie clamorous. 

He never put the pretty souls ia painj 
His heart was one of those which most enamour us, 

Wax to receive ,; and. marble to rel«&i. ; 
He was a lover of thegbod old school, 

Who still heoom^ m<w© c^wistantlaft ih?y cOoL , 

XXXV. 
No wonder such aooompUsliments diimld' turs^ . 

A female he^d, however sage ^^sid (Steady-r- 
With scarce a hope that Be^ipo ^ould r^ulrn , 

In law he was.aimoot ta ^oodias de^, he 
Nor sent, nor wrote, nor show'd the least concern. 

And she had 'waited, several years already ; 
And really if a man won't let- us know 
That he's alive, he's dead, or idiould be so. 
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xxxvii ' ' ■• 

Besides, within the Al{)d, to every Woman 
( Although, God knows, it is a grievous sifl , ) 

^is^ I may say, permitted to have tt^o men j . ' 
I can't tell who first brought the custom in, 

But <( Cavalier Serventesn are quite common, 
And no one notices, nor cares a pin ; 

And w^e may call this ( not to say the worst ) 

A second marriage which corrupts ihefi'sl. 

xxxvu. 

trhe word was formerly a a Cicisbeo , » \ 

But thai is now grown vulgar and indecent ; 
The Spaniards call the person a Coriejo^, » 

For the same mode subsists in Spain , though recent 5 
In short it reaches from the Po to Teio^ 

And may perhaps at last be o'er the sea sent. 
But Heaven preserve Old England from such courses! 

Or what becomes of damage and divorces ? 
XXXVffl. 
However^ I still tliink^ with all due deference 

To the fair aingie part of the Creation, 
That married ladies should preserve the preference 

V aG>rte)o))is pronounced ciOorte^ , with an aspirate , according 
to the Arabesque guttural. I^ means what there il as yet no prtciie 
name for in England 9 though the practice i* aa common as in any 
■tramontane country wlialeyer. 



i ^ 
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In tite-ii'tSie or general oonrersation-^^ 
And ihis I say -w^ithout peculiar reference 

To England, France^ or any other nation— « 
Because Ihey know the world, and are at ease. 
And being natural^ naturally please. 

XXXK- 
'Tis true, your budding Miss is very charming^ 

But shy and awkward at first coming out^ 
So much alarmed, that she is quite alarming. 

All Giggle, Blush;— half Pertness and half Pout j 
And glancing at Mamma j for fear there's harm in 

What you, she, it, or they, may be about, 
The Nursery still lisps out in all they utter- 
Besides, they always smell of bread and butter. 

XL. 
But <c CavaUer Servante » is the pbrasd 

Us(^ in politest circles to express 
This supernumerary slave, who stayfli 

Close to the lady as a part of dress. 
Her word the only law which he obeys* 

His is no sinecure, as you may guess; 

Coach ^ servants, gondola, he goes to call. 

And carries, fan, and tippet, gloves, and shawL 

XLL 
With all its sinful doings, I must say, 

That Italy^s a pleasant place to ftie, 

Who love to see the Sun shine every day^ 
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And vip6s (not nail'd to wall* ) frot^ tro& to tre# 
Pestoon'd much lik^ ite back aoene of a (day ^ 

Or melodramey which people flodk to see i 
When th^flrst act is ended by a dance 
In vineyards copied froin the sooth of France. 

XLH. 
I like on Autumn evenings to ride out , 

"Wilhofut being forc'd to bid my groom be sUre 
My cloak is round his middle strapp'd about , 

Because the skies are not the most seciire ; 
I know too that^ if stopp'd upon my route ^ 

Where the green alleys windingly allure^ 
Reeling with grapes red waggons choke the way^— « 
tn England 'twould be dung> dust^ or a dray* 

XLHL 
1 al30 like to dine on hecafkaSf 

To see the Sun set, sure hell rise to*ttiorrow f 
Not through a misty morning twinkHng weak as 

A drunken nian's dead eye in maudlin sorrow , 
But with all H^ven tTiilnself ; that day will break ^ 

Beauteous as cloudless j not be forc'd to borrow 
That sort of farthing candlelight which glimmers 
Wb^re reeking ^nddn's smoky cauldron ]nmmers« 

XLIV. 
I l6ve the language ; that soft bastKrd Lathi ^ 

Which melts like kisses from a female mouth ;^ 
And sounds as if it shotOd be writ on satin ^ 
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With syllabies' irtMt bmihe o£ the sttreel Souih^ 
And gentle liqoicb gliding all so pat m^ 

That not a mnf^ ttccenX saems tiiiiCo«tb, : ■,, > 

Like our harsh nortliena whiftlingi grunting giuitqral ^ 
Which we're oblig'd ^o hiss^ and apit, and gutter all* 

XLV. 
I like the -women too (forgive my folly) , 

From the rich peasant-K^heek of ruddy bronze^ 
And large black eyes that flash on you a volley 

Of rays that say a thousand things at once^ 
To the high dames brow> more melancholy; 

But dear^ and with a wild and liquid glan<5e| 
Heart on herUps, and soul within her eyes^ 
Soft as her olime^ and sunny as her 8kie04 

XLVI. 
Eve of the land which still is Paradise ! 

Italian beauty ! didst thou not inspire 
Raphael "^^ vrho died in thy embrace, and vies 

With all We know of Heaven^ or can desire^ 
In what he hath bequeathed us?-*-in what guise. 

Though flashing from the fervour of the lyre^ 
Would fPords describe thy past and present glow^ 
While yet Ginova can create below -j-? 

^ For tbie received accounts of the cause of Rapluiers d^atl^ seeliis Livcfs. 

(In talking tkus 9 the writer, more especially 

Of women, would be understood to say. 
He apbaks as a spectator, not officially , 

And always , reader, in a mbd^t Way| 
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^ England ! Witt all thy faults I love ihee stilly rt 

I said at Calais ^ aind liaVe nOt forgot it i 
i like to speak and lucubrate toy fill} 

I lik^ tte g6v6rniiient (but that is ndt it) j 
1 like the freedom of the press and quiH -, 

i like the Hab^s Corpus (whfeh WeVe got it) j 
1 like a parliamentary debate > 
j^articiuiarly when 'tis not too late j 

XLvni. 

1 like the tax^s^ when theyVe not lod toanjr j 
I like a sea-coal fire^ wheirt not tdo dear j 

1 like a beef-steak, too, as well as any j 
Have no dbjection to a pOt of beer; 

i like the weather, \^hen it is not rair^y^ 
That is, 1 like two months of every yean 

And so God save the Regent, Church, and Kingt 

"Which medns that I like all and every thing. 

ttdte. 

I'erhapd , too ^ in no very great d^gtee «liall he 

Appear to have offended in this lay j 
fiince J as all ktiow^ Without the sex^ onr fiotmetd 
ilVoiild teem lin&iishM like th^ axxtriiBia*d bcmnets,) 

(Signed) PRiifTiR's Dcvit, 
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XLIX. 

Our standing army ^ and disbanded seamen^ 

Poor's rate, Reform, my own, the nation's debt^ 
Our little riots just to show we are free men^ 

Our trifling bankruptcies in the Gazette, 
Our cloudy climate, and our chilly women. 

All these I can forgive > and those forget. 
And greatly venerate our recent glories , 
And w^ish they were not owing to the Tories. 

L- 
But to my tale of Laura, — for I find 

Digression is a sin , that by degrees 
Becomes exceedihg tedious to my mind, 

And, therefore^ inay the reader too displease--— 
The gentle reader,, who may wax unkind, 

And caring little for the author's ease. 
Insist on know^ing what he means,' a hard 
And hapless situation for a bard. 

LI. 
Oh that I had the art of easy writing 

What should be easy reading ! could I scale 
Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 

Those pretty poems never known to fail. 
How quickly would I print (the world delighting) 

A Grecian, Syrian, or Assyrian talej 
And sell you^ mix'd with western senlimentalism. 
Some samples of the finest Orientalism* 
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fiut I &m but a namelesfi sort of person > 

(A br<^en Dandy lately on my travels) 
And take for rhyme ^ to hook my rambling verse oft ^ 

The first that Walker's Lexicon unravek^ 
And when I can't find that^ I put a v^OTse on^ 

Not caring as I ought for critics' cavils } 
fve half a mind to tumble down to prose | 
But verse is more in fashion — so here goes 

LDI. 
^e Count; and Lattta mAde their liew ilmlngeiiient j 

Which lasted^ as arrangements sometimes do> 
For half a dozen years without estrangement) 

They had iix&t little di£Ference8, too^ 
^ose jealous whifis, which never any changenieaht t 

In such affairs there probably are few 
Who have not had this pouting sorl^ of squabble > 
From sinners of high station to the rabblev 

LIV. 
But on the whole^ they were a happy pair> 

As happy as unlawful love could make them | 
The gentlenian w^a fond> the lady fiut^ 

Their chains so slight ^ 'twas not worth while to bteak them : 
Hie world beheld them with indulgent air $ 

The pious only wish'd u the devil take them ! » 
He took them not; he very oflen waits , 
And leaves old sinners to be young ones'baifs. 
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Bat they were young: Oh ! what withont our youth 
Would love be 1 What would youth be wi^out lore I 

Youth lends it joy ^ and sweetness ^ rigoor , tmtb , 
Heart, soul ^and all that seems as from above ; 

But^ languisliing with jdan^ it grows uncouth- 
One of few things experience dont improird. 

Which is , perhaps, the teason why old fefiows 

Are always so prepoBt»i>usly jealous. 

XVl. 

It was the Girnival^ as I have said • 

( Some six ani thirty stdlnzos back ) , and so 

Laura the uspal prepofrations made, 
Which you do when your mind's made up to gcr 

To-night to Mrs. Boehm's masquerade^ 
Spectator^ or partadcer in the show; 

The only difference known between the cases 

Is*— fer^ J we have six weeks of « varnished faces* n 

LVn. 

Laura , when drest, was (as I sang before) 
A pretty woiAan as was ever seen , 

Fresh as the Angel o'er a nevy inn door ^ 
Or frontiq>ieoe of a new Magaisine, 

With all the fashions which the last month wore^ 
Coloured; and silvar paper leat'd between 

That and the title-page > for fear the pi'^ss 

Should soil with parts of speech the parts of Jife»/ 



/ 
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They went to the B.idotl65--*'ti» a hall 

Where peo|d9 dance, and sup > and daaes agate i 
Its proper name , perhapSf w^m a masq^i'd bd/ 

But tI»U's of no unportanee to my atrain ; 
'Tis (on a sm^ifer scale) like owe* Vauxliall , 

Excepting that it ean't be spdHt by rain : 
The company is « miiL'd » (the phrase I qiiote is, 
As mnch as saying ytfaey'ie hdow your notice}; 

LIX. 
For a u mixt company » implies that ,. save 

Yonrself and friends ^ and half a hnnch-ed move , 
Whom you may bow to without looking grare, 

The rest are but a vplgar set 9 the bore • 

Of public places; where they basely brave 

The fashionable stare of twenty score 
Of well-bred persons, caDed ^ the tPorld ; n bnt I^ 
Although I know them, really donU know why, 

LI. 

This is the case in Engl£(tid; at least was 

During the dynasty 9i Pandies , now . 
Perchance succeeded by s^m^ other dasa 

' Of imitated imitators :-«how 
Irreparably soon decline, ^las I 
The demagogues pf &dbion : all belOw 
Is frail^ how easily the w<»ld is lost 
By love, or war^ and now ^nd ili^n by frost ! 
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LXI, 

Crushed was Napoleon by the northern Thor, 

Who knock'd hia army down with icy hammer^ 
Stopp'd by the elements, like a whaler, or 

A blundering Qovioe in his new French granmiar^ 
Good cause had h^ to doubt the chance of war. 

And as for Fortune-^Bdt I dare not d*^n her^ 
]Pecau8e, weire I to ponder to infinity^ 

The mor^ I should b^iere in her divinity« 
LXD. 
She rules the present, past, and aU to be yet^ 

She giv^ us luck in latteries, We, and marriago } 
I cannot say that she's done much for me yet j 

Not tliatj mean her bounties to disparage, 
We've not yet dos'd aocounts, and we shall see yet 

How mudi shell make ammds for past miscarriage^ 
Meantime the goddesa 111 no more impcHrtune, 
{Jnlosp to thank h^ when she's mad^ my fortune, 

I.XIIL 
Tq turn ,«*«and to return;— the devil take it! 

This story slips for ever through my fingers ^ 
Because, just as the stanea likes to make it , 

It nee4^ mikst be— and so it rather lingers^ 
This form of verse began, I can't well break it. 

But must keep time and tune like public singers; 
But if I once get through my present measure^ 
rU take aootber when. Vm next at leisui c. 
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Liav. 

They went to the Ridoltd ('tis a pkoe ' 

To which 1 mean to go nyielf to-morrow^ . 
Just tp divert my thoughts a Ettk spaoe^ . 

Because Fm rather hij^ish^ and may borrcr^ 
S<mie spirits ; guessing at wh^ iitid of fiice 

May lurk beneath eaeh mask, and as Hiy sorrow 
Slackens its pace sometimes, fU make, or find, 
Something shafi kaVe it half an hour behind* ) 

. LXV. 
Now Laura m^ves al<mg the joyous afowd , 

Smiles in her eyes, and simpers on h«r lipt| 
To some she -whispe^rs, dthers upeAs dood f 

To s(»ne she curtflies^ and to sonle sbe. dips. 
Complains of wamUh, aiid this complaint ai^ow'd, 

Her lover brings the ^fsmonade, she sips; 
She then surveys, condemns, bnt pities still 
Her dearest firicnds for being drest so ill. . 

LXVL 
One has fidse enrk, another too much paint, 

A thgnd— wh^e did she buy that frightfiul turban? 
A fourth's so pale she fears she's going to fidnt, 

A fifth' look's vulgar, dowdyish , and suburban, 
A sixth's white silk has got a y^ow taint , 

A seventh's thin muslin surely -will be her bane^ 
Andlo! an eighth appearsy^u FU see np more! » 
For fear, like Banquo's kings,. they rcfid» a sooie* 
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txvn. 

Mean time, while she wnf fym at ^||<^ i^^gt . 

Others were levelling their looks at her; 
She heard the menV half-whispered mode of praisings 

And, tillt^Pims dcAie, deteimiiiied not to stirf 
The w^omen only thought ft qtfite amazing 

That at her time: of life BO many were 
Admirers still,— 4>iit men 9are sa debased, 
Thpse bra^eii, erentar^ nhrays Mdt tUeir t^sie^ 

j-Xvmr. 

Por my part, now, I n^er mould iinderstan^ 

Why naughty womeii-**^bit I won'^ djieiw 
A thing which is a scandal to the hnd, 

I only don't a$e -v^y it sbotild be thiii| 
And if I were h^trifi a gown and bandf 

Just to entitle tne to maike a fuss, 
I'd preach on thiis tiU Wilberforce and Aomflljr 
Should quote in their next speechi» item va.j homily, 

LXK, 
.While Laura thus was seen and seeing , smiling, 

Talking, she knew not why and cared not what, 
So that her ilemde firiends, with envy broiling , 

Beheld her airs and triumph, and all .that; > 
And well drest males still kept before her filing. 

And passing bowed and mingled with her obatj 
More than t6e rest ohe pers6n3eeiiled to stare ' * 
With pertinacity that^ rather rare. 
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LXX. 

He was a Turk, the colour of mahogany; 

And Laura saw him, and at first was glad> 
Pecause the Turks so much admire philogyny , 

Although their usage of their wives is sad j 
^Tis said they use no bette^r tfian a dog any 

Poor woman, whom they purchase like a pad r 
They have a number, though they ne'er eiUiibit'em, 
Four wives by law , and concubines <f ad Hbitum, » 

tXXl. 
They lock then up, and veil, and guard them daily, 

They scarcely can behcfld. their male i-elatipns, 
3o that thei]? moments do not pass so gaily 

As is supposed the ca^e ^ith northern nations] 
Confinement , too , must make them look quite palely : 

And as the Turks abhor long conversations, " ' 

Their days are either past iii doing nothing. 
Or bathing, nursmg j making love , aiid clothing, 

LXill, 
They cannot read^ and so don't Ksp in oritieism; 

Nor vmte, and so they doo^t affect the muse^ 
Were never caught in epigram or vvitticism , 

Have !!• romances, sermons > plays, reviews^-— 
Jnharams learning soon Would make a pretty sohism J 

But luckSy these beauties are no a blues , » 
No bustling Botherbys have they to shovr'em 
« That chanmng passage in the last new poem, » 
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Lxxin. 

No solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme, 

Who having angled all his Ufe for &me^ 
And getting but a nibble at a time, 

Still fussily keeps &hing on > the same 
Small « Triton of minnows, » the sublime 

Of mediocrity, the furious tame, i 

The echo's echo, usher of the school 
Of female wits, boy bards— in short, a fool ! 

LXXIV* 
A stalking oracle of awful phrase. 

The approving « Good! » (by no means coon in law) 
Humming Uke flies around the newest blaze. 

The bluest of bluebottles you e'er saw. 
Teasing with blame^ excruciatii]^ with praise^ 

Gorging the httle £unfi he gets all raw , 
Translating tongues he knows not even by letter. 
And sweating plays so middling, bad were better. 

LXXV. 
One hates an author that's alf author , fellows . 

In foolscap uniforms. turned up with ink. 
So very anxioijis, clever, iSne, and jealous. 

One don't know what to say to them or think , 
Unless tp piiflF them with a pair of bellows; 

OI coxcombry's worst coxcombs e'en the pink 
Are preferable to these shreds of paper^ 
These unquencbed snuffings of the midnight taper. 
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LXXVL 
Of these same we see several^ and of others, 

Men of the world, who know the world like men, 
S — tt, R — 8, M — re, and all the better brothers. 

Who think of something else besides the pen ; 
But for the children of the cc mighty mother's^ » 

The would-be wits and can't-be gentlemen, 
I leave them to their daily <c tea is ready, n 
Smug coterie, and literary lady. 

Lxxvn. * 

The poor dear Mussulwomen whom I mention 

Save none of these instructive pleasant people ; 
And one would seem to them a new invention , 

Unknown as bells within a Turkish steeple; 
I think 'twould almost be worth while to pension 

(Thott^ best-sown projects very often reiip ill) 
A missionary author, just to preach 
Oqr Christian usage of the parts of speech, 

LXXVIII. 
No chemistry for them unfolds her gasses, 

No metaphysicB are let loose In lectures. 
No circulating library amasses 

Beligioua novels, moral tales, and strictures 
Upon the living manners, as they pass us ; 

No exhibition glares with annual pictures; 
They stare not on the stars from out their attics, 
Nor deal (thank God for that !) in mathematics. 
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LXXIX. 
Why I thank God for that is no great matter^ 

I have my reasons^ you no doubt suppose , 
And as, perhaps^ they woiiild not highly flatter, 

ril keep them for my ]ife (to come) in prose \ 
I fear I have a littk turn for satire, 

And yet raethinks the older that one grows 
Inclines us more to laugh than scold , though laughter 
Leaves us so doubjy serious shortly after^ 

LXXX, 
Oh, Mirth and Innocence \ Oh, Milk and Water \ 

Ye liappy mixtures of more happy days I 
In these sad centuries of sin and slangj^t^. 

Abominable Man no more allays , i .-. 

His thirst with such pure beverage. No mfitteVj 

I love you both, and both shall \m^my prad^ f . 
Oh, for old Saturn's reign of sugar-candy !-^ , , 
Meantime I drink to your return in brgndy* ^ 

LXXXI, 
Our Laura's Turk still kept his eyes upon her, , . ^ 

Less in the Mussulman than Christian way, 
Which seems to say , « Madam, I do you honour , 

And w^hile I please to stare, you'll please io stay ^ » 
Could staring win a woman, this had won lier , 

But Laura could not thus be led astray, 
She had stood fire too long and well, to boggle 
Even at this stranger's most oatkudish (^le* 
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Lxxxn. 

Hie morning now was on the point of' bre^ing^ 

A turn of time at which I would advise 
Ladies who have been dancings or partaking 

In any other kind of exercise. 
To m^ke their preparation^ for forsaking 

The ball-room ere the smi begins to rise> 
Because when once the lamps and candles fail , 
His blushes make them look a little pale. 

LXXXIII. 
I've seen some batb and revels in my time , 

And staid them over for some siQy reason , 
And then I looked , (I hope it was no crihie,) 

To see what lady best stood out the season ; 
And though Tve seen some thousands in their prime. 

Lovely and pleasing , and who still may please on , 
I never saw but one^ (the stars withdrawn,) 
Whose bloom could after dancing dare the dawn. 

LXXXIV. 
The name of this Aurora fll not mention, 

Although I might, for she was nought to me 
More than that patent work of God's invention^ 

A charming wonum, whom we like to see ^ 
Bnt writing names would merit reprehension , 

Yet if you like to find out this fair shej 
At the next London 6r Parisian ball 
You still may mark her dieek, out-<bIodmuig aD. 
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Laura ^ who knew it would not do at all 

To meet the daylight after sctren hours sitting 
Among three thousand people at a ball , 

To make her curtsey thought it riglit and filling } 
The count was at her elbow with her shawl ^ 

And they the room were on the point of quitting. 
When lo ! those cursed gondoliers had got 
Just in the very place w^here they should not 4 

LXXXVI. 
In this they're like our coachmen , And the cause 

Is much the same—- the crowds and pulling, hauling, 
With blasphemies enough to break their jaws. 

They make a never intermitted bawling; 
At home, our Bow-street gemmen keep the lavTS, 

And here a sentry stands within your calling; 
But^ for all that, there is a deal of swearing, 
And nauseous words past mentioning or bearing* 

Lxxxvn. 

The Q>unt and Laura found their boat at last. 
And homeward fibated o'er the silent tide. 

Discussing all the dances gone and past ; 
The dancers and their dresses, too, beside. 

Some Uttle scandals eke : but all aghast 

(As to their palace stairs the rowers glide ,) 

Sate Laura by the side of her Adorer, 

When lo! the Mussulman was there before her. 
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LXXXVffl. 

« Sir^j> said the Count, with brow elcdecUng grat^, 

a Your unexpected presence here will make 
« It necessary for myself to crave 

<( Its import? But perhaps 'tis a mistake; 
« I hope it is so; and at once to wave 

<c All compliment , I hope so for ^ur'sake ; 
.« You understand my meaning, or you «Aa//. n 
« Sir^ » (quoth the Turk) a 'tis no mistake at all. 

LXXXIX. 
« That lady is my wife ! » Much wonder paints 

The lady's changing cheek, as Well it might; 
But where an Englishwoman sometimes faints^ 

Italian females don't do so outright ; 
They only call a little on their saints. 

And then come to themselves, almost or quite; 
Which saves much hartshorn, salts , and sprinkling faces | 
And cutting stays, as usual in Huck cases. 

XC. 
She said,-^what could she say ? Why ilot a v\rOrd : 

But the Count courteously invited in 
The stranger, much appeased by what he heard : 

« Suoh things perhaps, we'd best disdusS within, » 
Said he, « don't let us make Ourselves absurd 

«In public, by a scene, nor raise a din, 
« For then the chief and only ^lisfaction 
<c Will be much quizzing on the whole transaction. » 
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They enleced/ and for coffee called , — it Came/ 

A beverage for Turks and Christians both. 
Although the way they niake it's not the same y 

Now Laura, much recovered^ or less loth 
To speak, cries a Beppo I what's your pagati name K 

« Bless me ! yo^ur beard is of amassing growth i 
« And how came you to keep away so long ? 
« Are you not sensible 'twas tery wrong? 

XCH. 
« And are you really^ truly ^ mow a Turk ? 

« With any other women did you wive 7 
(( Is't true they use their fingers for a fork ? 

« Well , that's the prettiest shawl — «s I'm alive? t 
« You'll give it me? They say you eat no pork^ 

<{ And how so many years did you contrive 
<{ To — Blesw me I did I ever ? No, I never 
a Saw a mail grown so yellow ! How's your liver 7 

XCHL 
« Beppo! that l?eard of yours becomes you not ; 

« It shall be shaved before you're a day older j 
<{ Why do you wear it ? Oh ! I had forgot-»— 

<{ Pray don't you think the wither here is <:older ? 
a How do I look? You shan't stir from this spot 

« In that queer dress, for fear that some beholder 
« Should find you out, and make the story known^ . 
« Hovy short your hair is ! Lord ! hof^lr grey it's grown 
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Wliat toflt^er Ifeppo tx^oAerio Acse ctemands^ 
Is more than I know. Bb tras cast away 

About where "tmy st^dd dtMJe, an^ nothing Alandsj 
Became a sbnr^ of course^ and for his pay 

Had bread and bastinadoes^ till some band^ 
Of pirate landing m a kieighbburing bay ^ 

He joined the rbgu^ arid prospered ^ and became 

A renegade of indifferent feme. 

xcv. 

But to greW tich^ and witli his riches grew so 

Keen the desire to see his home again , 
He thoaght himself in duty bbund to do so ^ 

And not be always thieving on the inain; 
Lonely he felt ^ at times , as Robin Crusoe , 

And so he hired a resdel cOtne from Spairf, 
Bornid for Corfu; she was a fine pblacda, 
Manned with twelve hands , and laden with lobacco* 

XCVI. 
Himself, and much (hearien knows tow gotten) ca«h> 

He theti elnbarked, with risk of life and limb^ 
And got clear off, although the atteinpt was rashj 

He said that Providence protected him— 
For my part, I say nothing, lest we clash 

In our opinions:— •well, the ship was iritn^ 
Set sail^ and kept her reckoning fairly on^ 
Except thi-ee days of calm when off Cape Bonn. 
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XCVIL 

They readhed the idaad/ }ie tr^Qgfi^rrfd his kdjogi 

And self and liver^tock , to asoiber lKHto(xi| 
And pass'd fear ^ trm Harkey'XOGtchmit, ir^dkig 

With goods of Tarioiis tuimes, bu| IVe fox^f ^W- 
However^ he got off by this evadHig^ 

Or else the p^opfe wcmld perhaps h^^m ibat bim^ 
And thus at Venice I^^ded to recbijSft 
His wife^ religion, house, and ChrWw ttlMBtte* 

XCViH- 
His wife received the patriarch, re^baptised him« 

(He made the church a present by th^ way )j 
He then threw off t^e g^rmmUf whiqh disgiused him , 

And borrowed, th^ C^Bfs atn^Mothes, for a dayj 
His friends the more fpir ]ii# Id^g absen^ie prWd him, 

Finding he'd wbcspeiv^tlial to ^M^:th«i^ gay > 
With dinners, whcprj^,!^^ oft bc^^^i^ ^ laugb of them;^ 
For stories,--*buil[ I liou^tibeheve the half of th^w. 

Whatever his yq^th J^c( ^ui^^e^^f I^ old age 
With wealth apd talking wadf hj^ some attieiids j 

Though Laura son^tin^ put biip in a rage| 
Fve heard the Qonn% and he 'V\rere alway^i idmSifi* 

My pen is at the bottom of a page. 
Which being finished, here the ejtory eaid^) , 

Tis to be wislied it ^ad been soon^ done,^ 

Bat stories somehow lengthen when begun^ 
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« Oxnb fatal remembrtuce— one sorrow that tlirol^s 
(I It3 bleak abad^ alike o'er our jo^ra and oar woea-« 
« To which Life nothing darker nor brighter can brings 
<c For which joy hath no balm— And afiAictidn no ating. » 

MOOREi 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 



Tpe tale which these disjointed fragments present^ is fouu'^ 
ded apon cireumstanoes now less common in the £a9t than 
formerly ; either because the ladies are more cirouraspect 
than in the u olden time 3 » or because the Christians have 
better fortune^ or lew enterprise. The story, when en- 
tire^ contained the adventures of a female slave, who was 
thrown > in the Mussulman manner, into the sea for infi^ 
delity, and avenged by a young Venetian, her lover. At 
the time the Seven Islands were possessed by the Kepub* 
lie of Yeuice, and soon after the Arnauts were beaten 
bade: from the Morea, which they had ravaged for some 
time subseqpent to the Russian invasion. The desertion of 
the Mainotesy on being refused the plunder of Misitra, led 
to the abandonment of that enterprize, and to the desola-* 
tion of the Morea, during which the cruelty exercised on 
all udes was unparalleled even in the annals of the faithful 
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No breath of air to break the wave 

That rolls below the Athenian's grave, 

That tomb I which , gleaming o'er the diff, 

First greets the homeward-veering skiff , 

High o'er the land he saved in vain: 5 

When shall such hero live again? 

If If n It * 1^ ^ 

Fair clime ! where ^ery season smiles 
Benignant o'er thpse Uessed isles. 
Which seen from far Colonna's height ^^ 
Make glad the heart that hs^ls t^ie sights lo 

And lend to loneliness delight. 
There mildly dimpling, Ocean's cheek 
Reflects the tints of many a peak 
Caught by the laughing tides tl^t laye 
These Edens oi the eastern wavej i5 

And if at times a transient bree^ 
Break the blue oryst^ of the seas, 
Or sweep one blossom from the trees, 
How welcome is each gentle air 
That waives and wafts the pdou^s there ! ^^ 
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For there-^the Rose o'er crag or vale. 
Sultana of the Nightingale , 

The maid for whom his inelody , 

His thousand songs are heard on high^ 
Blooms blushing to her lover's tale ; ^5 

His queen , the garden queen , his Rose, 
Unbent by winds, unchilled by snows. 
Far froin the winters of the west. 
By every brees^e and season blest, 

Returns the sweets by nature given 3o 

In softest incense back to heaven ', 
And grateful yields that smiling sky 
Her fairest hue and fragrant sigh, 
And many a summer flower is there. 

And many a shade that love might share, 35 

And many a grotto, meant for rest , 
That holds the pirate for a guest; 
Whose bark in sheltering cove below 
Lurks for the passing peaceful prow , 

Till the gay mariner's guitar 3 ^o 

Is heard, and seen the evening star; 
Then stealing with the ftiuffled oar. 
Far shaded by the rocky shore ^ 
Rush the night rprowlers on tbe.prey , 
And turn to groans his roundelay. 
Strange^«<^that where Nature loved to trace ^ 
As if for Gods , a dwelling-place, 
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And every charm and grace hath mixed 

Within the paradise she fixed , 

There man , enamoured of distress^ So 

Should mar it into wilderness , 

And trample^ brute-lile, o'er each flower 

That tasks not one laborious hour ; 

Nor claims the culture of his hiind 

To bloom along the fairy land , 55 

But springs as to preclude his care^ 

And sweetly woos him— *but to spare ! 

Strange-^that where all is peace beside 

There passion riots in her pride , 

An4 lust and rapine wildly reign 60 

To darken o'er the fair domain. 

It is as though the fiends prevailed 

Against the seraphs they assailed^ 

And^ fixed on heavenly thrones ^ sboiild dwell 

The fireed inheritors of hell j 65 

So soft the scene ^ so formed for joy^ 

So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 

He who hath b^t huEn o'er the dead 
£re the first day of de^th is fled| 

The first dark day of nothingness, 70 

The last of danger and distress 4 
(Before decay's effacing fingera 
Pave s^ept the liu^s where beauty lingers ;) 
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And niarl;ed the mjld angelic air , 

T V ra] ture of repose that's there, ^5 

The fixed yet tender traits that 8tre?^k 

The languor of the placid cheek , 

And^— but for that s£^d shrouded eye , 

That fires not, wins not^ weeps not, now , 
And but for that chill changeless brow^ 8q 

Where cold Obstruction's apathy 4 

Appals the gaafing mourner's heart , 
As if to him it could impart 
The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon^ 
Yes, but for these and these alone , 85 

3ome moments^ ay, on^ treacherons hour^ 

fle still might doubt the tyrant's power j 

3o &ir, so calm, so softly sealed, 

The first, last look by death revealed? S 

Such is the aspect q{ this shore; ^ 

'Tis Greece^ but Iwing Greece no more! 

So coldly sweet, so deadly fair. 

We start, for soul is wanting there, 

Hers is the loveliness in death , 

That parts not quite with parting breath i ' ^5 

But beauty with that fearful bloom, 

That l\we w^hich haunts it to the tomb, 

Expression's last reoeding ray^ 

A gilded halo hov'ring round decay , 99 

The farewell beam of Feeling past a>vay S 
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Sjpark of that QaxHe, perchance of heavenly birlh , ^ 

Which gleams, but warms no more its cherished earth! 
Clime of the unforgotten brave I 

"^yhose land from plain to mountain-cave . 

Was freedom's home or Glory's grave | io5 

Shrine of the mighty! can it be. 

That this is all remains of thee? 

Approach thou craven crouching slave t 
^ ' ' Say, is not this Thermoj^ylae? 
These waters blue that round you lav^/ no 

Oh servile oflFspring of the free— 
Pronounce what sea, what Aore h this? 
The gulf, the rock of Salamis' ' ' 

These scenes, their storj^ n6t niiktiowti^ 
Arise, and make agam your own^ 1 15 

Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
Tlie embers of their former .fires j 
And he who in the strife expires 
Will add to theirs a name of fear 

That Tyranny shall quake to hear, lao 

And leave his sons a hope, a fame, 
They too will rather diei than shame : 
FOR FREEDOM'S BATTLE ONCE BEGUN, 
Bequeathed by bleeding Sire to Son , 
Though baffled ofi-U EVER WON. 
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Bear witness^ Greece^ thy living page^ 

Attest it many a deathless age ! 

While kings ^ in dosty darkness hid> 

Have left a nameless pyramid^ 

Thy heroes^ though the general doOHl t3d 

Hath swept the colanm from theii^ tomb^ 

A mightier monument command ^ 

The mountains of their native land! 

There points thy Muse to atrangerV eyo 

The graves of those that cannot die I i35 

Twere long to tell^ and sad to trabof 

Each step from splendour to disgrace ^ 

Enough — no f(n*eigii £oe could quel) 

Thy soul, till from itself it fell^ 

Yes ! Self-abasement paved the way t4o 

To villain-bonds and despot-sway. 

What can he tell who treads thy shore? 

No legend of thine olden time^ 
No theme on which the muse might' soar ^ 
High as thine own in days of yore , 1^5 

' When man was worthy of thy cKme^ 
The hearts within thy valleys bred I 
The fiery souls that might have led 

Thy sons to deed) sublime; 
Now crawl from cradle to the grave ^ tSo 

$lave9--*nay ^ the bondsmen of a slave ^ ^ 

And callous; save to crime; 
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Stained with each evil that poUutes 

Mankind > where least above the brutes j 

Without even savage virtue blest ^ 1 55 

Witliout one free or valiant, bre^t* 

Still to the neighbouring ports they waft 

Proverbial wiles ^ and ancient craft] 

bi this the subtl&Gredk is found> 

For this, and this alone^ renovimed* 160 

In vain might Libetty invoke ' " 

Ihe spirit to its Ixnidage Wke / • 

Or raise the neck thai courts the yoket 

No more her sorrows I bewail. 

Yet this will be a mournful tafe> t65 

And they who listen' mky^Heve, 

Who heard it first had cause ta grieve< 

» * » * . i^ " * ".^t . 

Par, dark, along the Mue sea glancing ^ 
The shadows of the rocks advancing^ 

St^rt on the fisher's eye ISke boat | jo 

' Of island-pirate olr Maihdtef 
And fearful for his light taique^, 
He shuns the near but'4otibtfiil creek : 
Though worn and Weary vwth his toil ^ 
And cumbered with his tcriy spoil, ijS 
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Slowly , yet strongly^ plies the oar f 
Till Port Leone's safer shofe ' ' 
Receives him by the lovely light 

That best becomes an Eastern night; 

* * * *..*.*.* 

Who thundering comes on bli(d:est steed/ 
With slackened bit and hoof of speed ? i8i 

Beneath the clattering ir<mV so^nd 
The cav^med echoes wake arouncl 
In lash for lash , and bound for .bound i 
The foam that streaks the courser's side i85 

Seems gathered from the ocean-tide: 
Though weary waves are sunk to rest^ 
There's none within \m rider'f breast \ 
And though to-morrow's tempest lowerj 
'Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour! ^ 
I know thee not, \ loiathe thy race, . igt 

But in thy lineam^ts | triice 
What time shall strengthen^ iiot eflEace: 
Though young and pale, that sa)lj:^w :&^ 
Is scathed by fiery passion's ^bfunt^ . ' . igS 

Though bent on earth thine evil eye^ ' 
As meteor Uke thou glidest. by:, ; 
Right well I view and deem thee ond 
Whom Othman's sons should slay or shun^ 
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Oii-»-»(m he Iiastenecl> and he drew 

My gaae of wonder as he fleW: 

Though like a demon of the night 

He passed and Vanished from my sights 

tlis aspedt and his air impressed 

A troabled memory on my breast ^ ' ^^^ 

And long upon my startled ear ' 

Rung his dark courser's hoofs of fear4 

He spurs his steed j he nears the steep^ 

That, jutting^ shadows o'er the deep ; 

He wimls around , he hurries by; ^ i ^ ^ 

The rock relieves him from mine eye^ 
For well I ween un^vdcome he 

Whose glance is fixed on tliose that flee} 
And not a star but shines too bright 

On him who takes such timeless flight. *it^ 

He wound along) but ere he passed ' 

One glance he matched', as if his last, 
A m^nent checked his wheeling^steed> 
A moment breathed him from his speed , 
A moment on his stirrup stood"-^ siio 

Why looks he o'er the olive wood? 
The crescent glimmers on the hill , 
The Mosque's high lamps are quivering still J 
Though too remote for sound to wake 
in echoes of the far tophaike> g aoiS 

4- 
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lite flashes of each joyous peal 

Are seen to prove the Moslem's zeai« 

To-night ; set Ehamazani's sun ; 

To-night, the Bairam feast's begun j 

To-night— but who and what art thou st3o 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow? 

And what are these to thine or thee, 

That thou should'st either pause or flee H 

He stood— -some dread was on his face , 

» 

>^ Soon Hatred settled in Its place : ^35 

It rose not with the reddening flusli 
Of transient Anger's hasty blush, 
But p^Ie as marble o'er the tomb, 
Whose ghastly w^hifeness aids its gloom< 
His brow Was bent, his eye was glaaeed; ^^o 

He raised his arm , and fiercely raised , 
And sternly shook his hand on high. 
As doubtbg to return or fly, . 
Impatient of his flight delayed , 

Here loud his. raven charger neighed— 245 

Down glanced that hand^ and grasped his blade; 
That sound had burst his waking dream ^ 
As Slumber starts at owlet's scream. 
The spur hath lanced his courser's sides j 
, Away, away, for life he rides: ,. . aSo 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE GIAOUR. 5 1 

=S=SSSSSSSS=SSSSSSSSmS^ ^ 



S\srift as the hurled 6n high jerreed 9 

Springs to the touch his startled steej ^ 

The roek is douhled , an J the shord 

Shakes frith the (ilaltering Iramp no more| 

The crag is tvon^ no more is seen h^l 

His Christian crest ancl haughty tuieUi 

'Twas but an instant he restrained 

That fiery barb so sternly reined J 

^Twas but a moment that he stood ^ 

Then sped as i^ by death pursued; 260 

But in that instant o'er his soul 

Winters of Memory seemed to r6ll> 

And gather in that drop of time 

A life of pain ^ an age of crimci 

O'er him who loves, Or hates, or featu^ %6S 

Such moment pours the grief of years: 

What felt he then, at once opprest 

By all that most distracts the breast ? 

That pause, which pondered o'er his fate^ 

Oh , who its dreary length shall date ! a jo 

Though in Time's record nearly nought^ 

It was Eternity to Thought ! 

For infinite as boundless spaCe 

The thought that Conscience must emlbraoe^ 

Which in itself can comprehend SjS 

Woe without name, or hope, ot end* 
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The hour is past^ the Giaour is gone ) 
And did he fly or fall alone ? 
Woe to that hour he came or went i 

The curse for Hassan's sin was sent ^So 

To turn a palace to a tomb i 
Be came^ he went , like the Simoom ^ ^^ 

That harbinger of fate and gloom, 
Beneath whose widely-wasting breath 
The very cypress droops to death— 285 

Dark tree , still sad when others' grief is fled > 
The only constant mourner o'er the dead ! 

The steed is vanished from the stall ^ 
Vo serf is seen in Hassan's hall } 

The lonely Spider's thin grey pall ^^ 

Waves slowly widening o'er the w^B J 
The Bat builds in his Hairani bowe^i 
And in the fortress of hi^ gpwer 
The Owl usurps the b^acon-tpwefi 
The wild-dog hpwb o'er the fountain's brim f 
With baffled thirst, and lamme^ gl^> 296 

For the stream has sl^runk from its marble bed. 
Where the weeds and the desql^tp dust are fp.tead. 
Twas sweet of yore to see it play 

And chase the sultriness ot day, 3oo 

As springing high the silver de\f 
In whirls fimtastically fieW| 



X 
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And flung luxurious coolne«s round 

The air, and verdure o'er the ground* 

Twas sweet, when doudleBi stars were bright | 

To view the wave of watery light, 3o6 

And hear its melody by night. 

And oft had Hassan's Childhood played 

Around the verge of that cascade; 

And oft upon his mother's breast 3io 

That sound had harmonised his rest; 

And oft had Hassan's Youth along 

Its bank been soothed by Beauty's song ; 

And softer seemed each melting tone 

Of Music mingled with its own. 3 1 5 

But ne'er shall Hassan's Age repose 

Along the brink at Twilight's close : 

The stream that filled that font is fi[ed~ 

The blood that warmed his heart is shed! 

And here no mora shall human voice 3 20 

Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice. 

The last sad note that swelled the gala 

Was woman's wildest funeral wail : 

That quendied in silence, all is stilly 32^ 

But the lattice tliat flaps when the wind is shrill; 

Though raves the gust, and floods the rain, 

No hand shall close its dasp again* 

On desart sands 'twere joy to scan 

The rudest steps of fellow man, 
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» So here the very voice of Grief * 33p 

JVIight wake an Echo like relief-«^ 
At least 'twould say, «all are not gone j 
tt There lingers Life, though but in one-^n 
For many a gilded chamber's there. 

Which Solitude might well forbear) 333f 

Within that douae as yet decay 
Hath slowly worked her cankering way*** 
But gloom is gathered o'er the gsite. 
Nor there the Fakir's self will wait; 

Nor there will wandering Derviap stay S4^ 

For bounty cheers not bis delay j 
Nor there vrill v^eary stranger halt 
To bless the sacred <( bread and ^t,n U 

Alike must Wealth and Poverty 

Pass heedless and unheeded by, 34^ 

For Courtesy and Pity died 
With Hassan on the movqitain side, 
His roof , that reftige unto men ^ 
|s Desolation's hungry den, 

Tlie guest f^ies the hall, and the vassal from labour, 3Sq 

Since his turban was cleft by the infidel's sabr^ [ ^^. 
» * j» j^ * ♦ ♦ 

I hear the sound of coming feet, 
But not a voice mine ear to greet ; 
More near^-^each turban I g^ sc?in , 
And silver-sheathed ataghan J i^ 335 
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The foremost of the band » seen, 

An Emir by bis garb of green : t4 \ ' 

« Ho ! who art thou ?— this low salam i5 

« Keplies of Moslem faith I am* 

41 The burthen ye so gently bear, 36o 

«i Seems one that claims your utmost oare, 

(I And ^ doubtless, holds some precious freight, 

tf My humble bark would gladly wait* » 

c( Thou speakest sooth^ thy ski£F unmoor ; 
cc And waft us from the silent shore ^ 365 

a Nay ^ leave the sail sti]! furled, and ply 
i( The nearest oar that's scattered by , 
« And midway to those rocks where sleep 
<( The channelled waters dark and deep. 
i(Rest from your task — so— bravely done, 
a Our course has been right swiftly run j 3^1 

II Yet 'tis the longest voyage^ I trow, 
« That one of~ * « * » 

Sullen it plunged , and slowly sank , 
The calm wave rippled to the bank ; 3^5 

I watched it as it sank, methought 
Some motion from the current caught 
Be-stirred it more ^— 'twas but the bean^ 
That chequered o'er the living stream: 
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I gsmeA, tiD vanishing firom view, 33q 

Like lessening pebble it vsrithdrew; 

Still less and less , a qpeck of white 

That gemmed the tide, then mocked the sight | 

And all its hidden secrete sleep ^ 

Known but to Genii of the deq>, 3BS 

Which f trembling in their coral caves , 

They dare not whiqper to the vrayes« 



As rising on its purple wing 
The insect-queeni6 of eastern springy 

O'er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 890 

Invites the young pursuer near. 
And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary chase and wasted hour. 
Then leaves him , as it soars on high j 

With panting heart and tearful eye : ^c)3 

So Beauty lures the full-grown child , 
With hue as bright, and wing as wild| 
A chase of idle hopes und fears,' 
Begun in folly ^ dosed in tears. 

If won , to equal ills betmyed , ^qo 

.Woe waits the inseet and the maid J 
A life of pain, the loss pf peao6. 
From infant's play^ and man'i^ <>dpriee: 
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The lovely toy so fiercely sought 

Bath lost its charm hy being caught ^ 4o5 

For every touch that wooed its stiqr 

Bath brushed its brightest hues away. 

Till charm , and hue , and beauty gone, 

Tis left to fly or &11 alone. 

With wounded wing, or bleeding breast, J^io 

Ah ! where shall either victim rest ? 

Can this with faded pinion soar 

From rose to tulip as before? 

Or Beauty , blighted in an hour. 

Find joy within her broken bower ? 4^5 

No : gayer insects fluttering by 

Ne'er droop the wing o'er those that die. 

And lovelier things have mercy shown 

To every failing but their own. 

And every woe a tear can claim ^20 

Except an erring sister's shame. 

* «- IT }i> » » » 

The Mind^ (hat broods o'er guilty woes, 

h like the Scorpion girt by fire. 
In circle narrowing a^ it glows. 

The flames around their captive dose, 4^5 

Till inly searched by thousand throes, 

And maddening in her ire. 
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One sad and sole relief she knows ^ 

The sting she nourished for her foes. 

Whose venom never yet was vain, 4^0 

Gives but one pang ^ and (svir^s ^H paip , 

And darts into her desperate brain ; 

5o do the dark in soul expire , 

Or Uve like Scorpion girt by fire; n 

So writhes the mind Remorse hath riven. 

Unfit for earth , undoomed for heaven , ^3Q 

Darkness above, despair beneath , 

Around it flame, within it death I 

» » * t » 3t- » 

Black Hassan from the Haram flies. 
Nor bends on woman's form his eyes; ^/^q 

The unwonted chase each hour employs, 
Yet shares be not the hunter's joys, 
'P^or thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Leila dwelt in hb Serai, 

Potb Leila there no Ibnger dwell? 44^ 

That tale can only Hassan tell ; 
Strange rumours in our city say 
Upon that eve ^be fled away 
When Rhamazan'siS last sun was set. 

And fliashing from each minaret ^io 

Millions of lamps proiclaimed the feast 
Of Bairam through the boundless East, 
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'T was then she went as to the hath , 

Which Hass^ vainly searched in wrath j 

For she was flown her master's rage ^55 

In likeness of a Georgian page , 

And far beyond the Moslem's power 

Had wronged him with the faithless Giaour, 

Somewhat of this had Hassan ^med ; 

Jfut still so fond^ so fair she seemed;^ if Go 

Too well he trusted to the slave 

Whose treachery deserved a grave t 

And on that eve had gone to mos(jue| 

And thence to feast in his kiosk, 

3uch is the tale his Nubians tell^ 4^^ 

Who did not watch their charge loo wellj 

But others say, that on that nighty 

By pale Phingari's 19 trembling light. 

The Giaour upon his jet black stee4 

Was seen , but seen alone to speed 4?^ 

With bloody spur along the shore ^ 

Nor maid nor page behind him bprOi 

* ^Ir ♦ * t * 

Her eye's dark charm 'twere vain to tell| 
But gaae on that of the GaaseUe, 

It will assist thy fancy wellj 47^ 

As large, as knguishingly dark 4 
But soul beamed forth in every spark 
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That darted from beneath the lid. 

Bright as the jewel of Giamschid» 20 

Yea, Soul, and should our prophet say 4^ 

That form was nought but breathing clay. 

By Alk ! I would answer nay; 

Though on Al-rSirafsax arch I stood, 

M^hich totters o'er the fiery flood, 

With Paradise within my view, 4^5 

And all his Houris beckoning through^ 

Oh ! who young Leila's glance could read 

And keep that portion of his creed aa 

Which saith that woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant's lu«t? ^9^ 

On her might Muftis gaze, and own 

That through her eye the Immortal shone ^ 

On her fair cheek's unfading hue 

llie young pomegranate's ^3 blossoms stiew 

Their bloom in blushes ever new | 49^ 

Her hair in hyacintbinea4 flow> 

When left to roll its folds below. 

As midst her handmaids in the ball 

She stood superior to them all^ 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 5oo 

Gleamed whiter than the mountain sleet 

Ere from the cloud that gave it birth 

It fell^ and caught one stain of earth. 
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The cygnet nobly -Wtilks the water | 

So moved on earth Circassia's daughter ^ 5o5 

The loveliest bird of Frangi^tan! a5 

As rears her cre9t the ruffled Swan^ 

And spnms the wave with wings of pride^ 
When pass the steps of stranger man 

Along the banks that bound her tidei 5xo 

Thus rose fair Leila's w^hiler necki— 
Thus aimed with beauty would she check 
Intrusion's glance^ till FoUy's gaoe 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise^ 
Thus high and graceful was her gain } 5\5 

fier heart as tender to her mate^ 
Her mate*«-8tem Hassan^ who was he ? 

Alas ! that name was not for thee! 

♦ » tt * ' ♦ » * 

Stem Hassan hath a journey ta'en 
With twenty vassals in bi$ triuo > . Sao 

Each armed > as best becofjies ^ mail , 
With arquebuss and ataglian ^ 
The chief before, as depked for war , 
^ears in his belt the scimitair 

Stained with the bes^ of Acnaut Hood $ . 5a5 

When in the pass the rebels stood , 
And few returned to t^ the tkile ' 
Of what befell in Fame's vs^e* 
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The pistols which his girdle \x>x4 

Were those that once a Pasha wore^ ^^0 

Which stilly though gemmed and bossed "with gold ^ 

Even robbers tremble to behold4 

Tis said he goes to woo a bridei 

More true than her who left iis side J 

The faithless slave that broke her l?ower^ 535 

And^ worse than faithless^ for a Giaour ! 



The sun's last rays are on the hill , 
And sparkle in the fountain rill , 
Whose welcome waters, cool and clear | 
Draw blessings from the mountaineer : 54o 

Here may the loitering merchant, Greek 
Find that repose 'twere vain to seek 
In cities lodged too near his lord , 
And trembling for his secret hoard-^ 

Here may he rest where none can se^l SjS 

In crowds a slave, in deserts free^ 
And with forbidden Tvine may stain « 

The bowl a Moslem must not drain. 



The foremost Tartar's in the ga^', ' 
Conspicuous by his yellow capj ' * 55o 
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The rest iii lengthening line ihe whild 

Wind slowly through the long defile t 

Ahore ^ the mountaiii real's a peak > 

Where vultures whet the thirsty bedc^ 

And theirs may be a feast to-night, 555 

Shall tetaipt them down ere morrow's light j 

Beneath > a river's wintry stream 

Has shrunk before the summer beam> 

And left a channel bleak and bare ^ 

Save shrubs that spring to perish there t 56o 

Each side the midway path there lay 

Small broken crags of granite grey^ 

By time, or mountain lightning , riv«l 

Prom summits dad in mistd of heaven; 

For where is he that hath beheld 565 

The peak of Liakura unveiled ? 

They reach the grove of pine at laDt j , 
(c Bismillah ! a6 now the peril's past } , 

« For yonder view the opening plain , 
« And there we'll prick our steeds amain: » 
The Chiaus spake , and as he said, 5^ i 

A bullet w^histled o'er his head ^ 
The foremost Tartar bites the ground ! 

Scarce had they time to check the reiuj 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound; ^jS 

But three shall never mount again: 
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Unseen the fo^ that gEtve the Wound ^ 

The dying ask iWenge in Vain* 
With steel unsheathed^ and carbine bent^ 
Some o'er their courser's harness leant^ 660 

Half sheltered by the steed ^ 
Some fly behind the nearest rock I 
And there avrait the coming sbocki 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen^ 585 

. Who dare not quit their cr^^ggy screen^ 
Stem Hassan only &om his horse 
Disdains to hght^ and keeps his course^ 
Till fiery flashes in the Van 

Proclaim too sure the robW-daU 590 

Have well secured the only way 
Could now avail the promised prey ^ 
Then curled his very beard 27 wifli ire, 
And glared his eye with fiercer fire: 

« Though far and near the bulleto hiss, SgS 

u Vve scaped a bloodier hour than this. )y 
And now the foe their covert quit, 
And call his vassals to subnait; 
But Hassan's frown and furious word 

Are dreaded more than hostile sword, ,600 

Nor of his little bamd a man 
Resigned carbine or ataghan , 
Nor raised the craven cry, Amaun ! aS 
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In fuller sight , more n^air and neaif > 

The lately ambushed foes aj^ar , 6o5 

And^ iasuiiig from the grove ^ adv^mcd 

Some who on baUlen^harger prance« 

Who leads them on with foreign brandy 

F'ar flashing in his red right hand ? 

c( Tb he ! His he ! t know him now; 6i6 

.M I know him by his pallid brow; 

« I know him by the evil eye 39 

<c That aids his envious treachery; 

« I know him b^ his jet-black barb : 

(( Though now arrayed in Amaut garb^ 6i5 

<c Aj^tate firom his ovm vile fSuth, 

« It shall not save him from the death : 

u 'Tis he ! well met in any hour, 

« Lost Leila's love , accursed Giaour ! ». 

As rolls the river into ocean, 620 

tn sable torrent wildly streaming ) 

As the sea-tide's opposing motion ^ 
In a2ure column proudly gleamingi 
Beats back the currait many a rood^ 

In cwling foam and mingling floods ^ * 625 

While eddying whirl, and breabng Wave, 
Roused by the Uast of winter rave; 
Through sparkling spray > in thqndering clash, . , 
Thd lightnings of the Watei^ flash 
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Ill awful whitencds oW the shoire^ • 63or 

That shines and shakes beneath the roar j 
Thus^-'-as the stream and ocean greets 
With waves that madden as they meet- 
Thus join the bands^ whom mutual Wrongs 
And fat^, and fury^ driire along* 635 

The bickering sabres' sft^^ering jar j 

And pealing wide or ringing near 

Its echoes on the throbbing ear> 
The death-^hot hissing from afar) 
The shocks the shout ^ the groan of war ^ 6^0 

Reverberate along that vale, 

More suited to the shepherd's tale : 
Though few the numbers — theirs the strife^ 
That neither spares nor speaks for life ! 

Ah I fondly youthful hearts can press 645 

To seize and share the dear caress^ 
But Love itself could never pant 
For all that Beauty sighs to grant 
With half the fervour Hate bestow» 

Upon the last embrace of foe^, 65o 

When grappling in the fight they fold ' 
Those arms that ne'er shall lose tjieir hold i 
Friends meet to part; Love laughs f^t faith) 
True foes ; once met , are joined till death ! ' 
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With sabre shivered to the liilt g$5 

Yet dripping with the blood he spilt* 

Yet strained within the severed hand 

Which quivers round that faithless brand | 

His turban far behind him rolled > 

And cleft in twaiil its firmest foldj 660 

His flowing rol?e by falchicm torn, 

And criitison as those clouds of morH 

That, streaked with dusky red, portend 

The day shall have a, stormy end^ 

A stain on every bush that bore ' 665 

A fragment of his palampore^ 3o 

His breast with wounds unnumbered rivert ^ 

His back to earth , his face to heaven ^ 

Fall'n Hassan lies— his unclosed eye 

Yet lowering on his enemy , 670 

As if the hour that sealed his fate 

Surviving left his quenchless hate j 

And o'er him bends that foe with broW 

As dark as his that bled below.— 



« Yes> Leila sleepd beneath the Wav^; 675 

a But his shall be a redder grave j 

a Her spirit pointed well the steel 

ii Which taught that felon heart to feeL 
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« He called the PrOphet^ but his powef 

<c Was vain against the Irengefal Giaour t 686 

a He called on ADa — ^but the word 

<c Arose unheeded or unheard^ 

« Hiou Paynim fool! could Leila's praytoE' 

« Be passed^ and thine accorded there? 

(( I watched toy time> I leagued witib these^ 

« The traitor in his turn to seiBe) 686 

cc My wrath is wreaked, the deed is done| 

(( And now I go— but go aIone« i^ 



The browsing darnels^ bells are tinkling : 
His Mother looked from her lattice high—* 

She ttiw the dews of e^e be^rinkling 691 

The pasture green beneath her eye. 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling: 
a 'Tis twilight — sure his train is nigh. » 
She could not rest in the garden-bower^ 695 

But gazed through the grate of Ins steepest tower; 
« Why conies he not 7 his steeds are fleet, 
« Nor shrink they from the summer heat; 
a Why sends not the Bridegroom his promised gift? 
<c Is his heart more cold, or his barb less swift? 
a Oh, false reproach! yon Tartar now yox 

« Has gained our nearest mountain's brow^ 
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« And warfly the steep descends , 
« And now within the valley bendt^ 
<c And he bears the gift at his saddBe bow«*^ 
u How could I deem his conrser slow I ^06 

K Right well my largess sh^U rq>ay 
ft His welcome speedy and weary way. i> 
The Tartar lighted at the gate, 

But scarce upheld his fainting weight : ' nio 

Ws swarthy visage spake distress, 
fiut this might be firom weariness^ 
His garb with sanguine spots was dyed , 
But these might be from his courser's side; 
He drew the token from his vast-w Ji5 

Angel of Death ! 'tis Hassan's d<nren crest J 
His calpac 3t rent-*-lm caftan red- 
it Lady, a fearful bride thy Soa haili wed; 
« Me, not from mercy , did they spare, 
« But this empurpled ple^ to bear* . - 720 

•r Peace to the brave ! whose blood is spiltt 
« Woe to the Giaour ! for hia the guilt, n 



A turban Ssi carved in coarsest stonei 
A pillar with rank weeds o'ergrown. 
Whereon can now be scarcely read 7^5 

The Koran verse that moukns the dead. 
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Point out the spot ^vhere Qass^n fell 

A victim in that lonely dell, * 

There sleeps as trua an Osmanlie • 

As e'er at Mecca hentthe knee; ' > ySo 

As ever scome<I forbidden winfe , 

Or prajred with faee tawar^ the shrine , 

In orisons resumed anew 

At solemn sound of a A|h Ba ! » 33 

Yet died be bjr a stranger's hand , y 35 

And stranger in his native land j ^ 

Yet died he as in arms be stood, , 

And unavenged^ at lea^ in blood* 

.^ut him the maids of Paradise 

Impatient to thdir b«m» invite, 
And the dark Heaven of Houri'i eye« 

On him shall glaiioe ibr ever bright; 
They come-^their kerchiefs green they Wftve, 34 
And welcome with a kisB the brdve J 

Who falls in battle gainst a-Giaour "*^5 

Is worthiest an immortal bower. 



But Ihou^ false In^l { s^alt writhe 
Beneath avenging' MonkJr^« -35 . scythe ; * 

*^ 4nd from its torment 'sqap«f^alsnw 
To wander round lo^t Et>lia*'36 throne J ^So 
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And fire tmquench'd^ unquenchable , 

Around , within, thy heart shall dwell; 

Nor ear can hear nor tongue can tell 

The tortures of that inward hell t 

But first, on earth as Vampire 3; sent, ^55 

Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent: 

Then ghastly haunt thy native place , 

And suck the blood of all thy race ; 

There firom thy daughter, sister, wife, 

At midnight drain the stream of life ; 760 

Yet loathe the banquet which perforce 

Must feed thy Uvid living corse : 

Thy victims ere they yet expire 

Shall know the daemon for their sire , 

As cursing thee , thou cursing them , 765 

Thy flowers are withered on the stem. 

Bat one that for thy crime must fall, 

The youngest , most beloved of all , 

Shall bless thee with a/orttf/* name — 

That word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 

Yet must thou end thy task^ and mark 771 

Her cheek's last tinge, her eye's last spark, 

And the last glassy glance must view 

Which freesses o'er its lifeless blue ; 

Then with unhallowed hand shalt tear 77^ 

The tresses of her yellow hair, 
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Of -whicb in life a lock "wh&n sbom 

AiTection's fondest pledge vras worn; 

But now is borne away by thee^ 

Memorial of thine agony ! j8o 

Wet with thine own best blood shall drip 38 

Thy gnashing tooth and haggard lip; 

Then stalking to thy sullen gnnre , 

Go-^«and with Gouls and Afrits rave i ' 

Till these in horror ahrink awi^y j85 

From spectre more accursed than they ( 

* s*r J^r ♦ * J^r * 

« How name ye yon lone Gdoyer 7 

<( His features I have scanned before 
c( In mine own bmd 2 'tis many a year, 

(f Since, dashing by the lonely shore, •^ 

« I saw him urge as fleet a sleed 
a As ever served a horseman's need^ 
« But once I saw that face , yet then 
<( It was so marked with inward pain , 
€( I could not pass it by again; ^qSi 

IX. It breathes the same daik spirit now, 
CI As death were stamped upon his brow, n 

a Tis twice three years at summer tide 

« Since first amon^ out f teres he came j 
it And here it soothes him to ^bide 80Q 

« For some dark deed he will not name. 
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(( But never at our vesper prayer, 

.p Nor e'er before confession cbair 

ii Kneels be, nor recks be when arise 

ti Incense or anthem to the skies , 60S 

u But broods -within his oell alone, ^ 

« His faith and race alike ynknown. 

n The sea bom Paynim land he crost, 

ic And here ascended from the coast; 

.n Yet seems be not of Othman race , 810 

II But only Christian in his face : 

i( rd judge him some stray renegade^ 

« Repentant of the change he made, 

« Save that he shuns our hply shrine, ^ 

« Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 8i5 

« Great largess to these walls be brought, 

n. And thus our abbot's favour bought ; 

CI But were I Prior, not a day 

If Should brook such stranger's furlher stay^ 

« Or pent within our penance cell 820 

tc Should doom him there tor aye to dwell* 

K Much in his visions mutters he 

« Of maiden whelmed beneath the sea; 

« Of sabres dashing, fo^men .flying, 

IC Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying. . 8^5 

IC On chif he hath been known to stand, 

« And rave as to some bloody hand 
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o Fresh severed from its parent limb, 

a Invisible to all but him, 

a Which beckons onwajd to his grave ^ 83o 

M And lures to leap into the wave» n 

* ♦ ♦ * • * ♦),' 

Dark and un-earthly is the scowl 

That glares beneath his dusky covsrl; 

The flash of that dilating eye 

Reveals too much of times gone by ; 835 

Though varying, indistinct its hue, 

Oft will his glance the gasper rue. 

For in it lurks that nameless spell 

Which speaks^ itself unspeakable, 

A spirit yet unquelled and high , 840 

That claims ana keeps asoendancyj 

And like the bird whose pinions quake, 

But cannot fly the gazing snake, 

Will others quail beneath his look. 

Nor 'scape the glance they scarce can brook. 

From him the half-afirighted Friar 846 

When met alone w^ould fain retire, 

As if that eye and bitter smile 

Transferred to others fear and guile: 

Not oft to smile desoendeth he, 85o 

And when he doth 'tis sad to see 

That be but mocks at Misery, 
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Ho\v that pale lip will curl and quiver ! 

Then fix once more a» if for ever J 

As if his sorrow or disdain 855 

Forbade him e'er to smile again. 

Well were it so — «uch ghastly mirth 

From joyaunce ne'er derived its birth r 

But sadder still it were to trace , " * 

What once were feelings in that face: * 860 

Time hath not yet the features fixed , 

But brighter traits w^ith evil mixed ; 

And there are hues not always faded , 

Which speak a mind not all degraded ' ' 

Even by the crimes through which it waddd : 

The common crowd btit sec the gloom 866 

Of wayward deeds , and fitting doom j ^ 

The close observer can espy . •< > / 

A noble soul , and lineage lugh : * . 

Alas ! though both bestowed m vain , 

Which Grief could chc^nge, dnd Guilt could Hiaiti, 

It was no vulgar tenement * '* 

To which such lofty gifts were lent, 

And still with httle less than dread ^ 

On such the sight is riveted; 8^5 

The roofless cot, decayed and rent, '^ 



•79 
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Win scarce delay the passer by; 
The tower by war or tempest bent, 
^W^il^ 7^^ ii^y frown one battlement^ 

Demands and daunts the stranger's eye; 
Each ivy'd arch ^ and pillar lone, 88f 

Pleads haughtily for glories gone ! 

c His floating vobe abound him folding, 
« Slow sweeps he through the oolomned aisle; 

« With dread beheld, with gloom beholding 

« The rites that sanctify the fOe* 886 

.« But when the anthem shakes the qhoir, 

a And kneel the monks, his steps retire; 

U By yonder lone and wavering torch 
' « His aspect glares within the porch; 890 

» There wiU he pause till all is done*-« 

« And hear the prayer, but utter none« 

« See— by the half*illuniined wall 
; n His hood fly back, his dark hair taB, 

«t That pal^ brow wildly wreathing rounds 

II As if the Gorgon there had bound 8g6 

If The sablest of the serpent^braid 

« That o'er her fearful forehead strayed; 

» For he declines the convent oajfti, 

« And leaves those locks vnhallowed growth ^ 

« But wears our garb in all beside; 900 

c And, not from piety but pride. 
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n Gives wealth to walls that never heard ^ 

•• Of his one holy vow nor worcL 

tf Lof-^markye^astheharmon^ ^5 

K Peals louder praises to the sky^ 

u That Uvid cheek , thikt stony air 

u Of mixed defiance and despair ! 

ttSatnt Francis j keejp him irom the shrine ! 

« Ebe may we dread the wrath divind 910 

« Made manifest by awful sign* 

« If ever evil angel bcwe 

« The form of mortal, such he wore: 

cc By aU my hope of sins forgiven, 

a Such looks are not of earth nor heaven ! ». 

To love the softest hearts are prone , 91S 

But such can ne'er be all his own{ 

Too timid in his woes to share , 

Too meek to meet, or brave de^Mur; 

And sterner hearts alone may fed 910 

The wound that time can never heal. 

The rugged metal of the mine 

Must bum before its surfiuse shine, 

But plunged within the furnace-flame. 

It bends and melt»^though still the same; 

Then tanpraed to thy want, or will| gaG 

Twill serve thee to defend or kill; 
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A breast- plate for ttine hour of iieed> 

Or blade to bid thy foeman bleed ^ 

But if a daggered form it bear ^ 9^0 

Let those who shape its edge ^beware ! 

Thus passion's fire ^ and woman^s art^ 

Can turn and tame the sterner h^rt^ 

From these its form and tone are ta'en ^ 

And wliat they make it^ must remain^ c^iS 

Bnt break — ^before it bend again< 

♦ »• « ^ • )t 

If solitude succeed to grief^ 

Release from pain is slight relief; 

The vacant bosom's wilderness 

Might thank the pang that made it less* 940 

We loathe what none are led to share : 

Even bliss— 'twere woe alone to bear j 

The heart once left thus desolate 

Must fly at last for ease — to hale^ 

It is as if the dead could feel 945 

The icy worm around them steal ^ • 

And shudder y as the reptiles creep 

To revel o'er their rotting sleeps 

Without the power to scare away 

The cold consumers o^ their clay I qSo 
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It is as if tlie desart^bird , z^ 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom's stream 

To still her famished nestlings' scream , 
Kor mourns a life to them transferred^ 

Should rend hei* rash devoted breast , q55 

And find them floWii her empty nesti 
Hie keenest pangs the wretched find 

Ar6 rapture to the dreary void^ 
The leafless desart of the mind, 

The waste of feelings unemployed. oGo 

Who would be doomed to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun? 
Less hideous far the tempest's roar 
Than ne'er to brave the billows more- 
Thrown, when the w^ar of winds is o'er, q65 
A lonely wreck on fortune's shore, 
^Mid sullen calm, and silent bay, 
tJnseen to drop by dull decay j— 
Better to sink beneath the shock 
Than moulder piecemeal on the rock! 970 

***** 3t 

(( Father I thy days have passed in peace ^ 

fc Mid counted beads , and countless prayer j 
<c To bid the sins of others cease, 

« Thyself without a crime or care , 
€< Save transient ills that all must betr^ 975 
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« Has beefn thy lot ircm ytfiith to aige'^ 

« And thou wilt bless thee from the rag€^ 

a Of passionii fierce and unO(mtrolled^ 

« Such as thy peinitenfs unfold > 

« Whose secMt sins and sorro^' t^ai §dd 

« Within thy pur^ and pitying brea^. 

u My days| though teyir, iiaVc^ pass^ belc^Nr 

a In much of joy , but more of vroei 

« Yet still in hours of love or strife, 

« Fve 'scaped the weariness of life : gSS 

« Now leagued with friends^ now girt by foes^ 

tt I loathed the languor of repose. 

n Now nothing left to love or hate^ 

« No more with hope or pride elate, 

'« rd rather be the thing that crawb 990 

<c Most noxious o'er a dungeon's walls, 

« Than pass my dull, unvarying days, 

«( G>ndemned to meditate and gaze. 

« Yet^ lurks a wish within my breast 

t For rest— but not to feel 'tis rest. 995 

<t Soon shall my &te that wish fulfil; 

<c And I diall sleep without the dream 
« Of what I was, and would be stilly 

« Dark as to thee my deeds may seem: 
« My memory now is but the tomb 1000 

.« Of joys long dead; my hope, their doom ; 
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u Though better to have died with tho^ 

« Than bear a life of liiigering woes* 

« My spirit shrunk not to sustain 

a The searching throes of ceasetess pain) 

« Nor sought the seliP-aooorded grave too6 

K Of ancient fool and modem knavet 

« Yet death I have not £dared to meet; 

<i And in the field it had, been sweet, 

n Had danger woo'd me on to move toio 

« The slave of glory, not of love* 

« Fve braved it'-^not ior honour's boost} 

« I smile at laurels won or lost^ 

To such let others carve their way, 

« For high renown^ or hireling pay: loi5 

« But place again before my eyes 

« Aught that I deem a worthy prise} 

« The maid I love, the man I hate, 

« And I win hunt the steps of fate> 

tc To save or slay, as these require, toao 

<f Through rending steel, and roQing fire| 

tt Nor need'st thou doubt this speech firom one 

« Who would but do-^what he haih done» 

<c Death is but what the haughty brave^ 

<c The weak must be^, the wretch must crave} 

« Then let Life go to him who gave t toa6 
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a I have not quafled te danger's brow 

a When high and happy— need I nouf 7 
n :f w w 4 nt w 



« I loved her ^ friar ! na;f ^ adolred-^ 

« But these aace words that all can i 
« I proved it more in deed than word; fOSi 

a There's blood upon that dinted sword ^ 

<( A stain its steel can i^ever lose: 
« Twas shed for her , wb& died for me^ i eS^ 

a It wBrmed the heart of one abhorred: 
« Nay , start not— no— ni«r bend thy knee ^ 

« Nor midst my sins such act record^ 
tt Thou vnlt absolve me from the deed> 
« For he was hostile to thy creed ( 

<f The very name of Nazarene %0^o . 

cc Was wormwood to his: Paynim spleen^ 
« Ungrateful fool ! since but {<x bran^ 
a Well wielded in some hardy hands, 
d And wounds by Galileans given , 

<c The surest pass to Turkish heaven, io45 

« For him his Houris still might wait 
fc Impatient at the prophet's gate. 
« I loved her— love will find its way 
€c Through path» where wolves would fear to prey, 
« And if it dares enough, 'twere hard «o5o 

ft if passion met not some reward- 
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€c No matter how, or where, or why, 

ki I did not vainly seek, nor sigh: 

c< Yet Boiti^tinies, with l^^morsie, in vam 

«c I wish she had not loved again* loBl5 

u She died— ^I dare not teU tliee how ^ 

« But look-^'tis written on my brow ! 

k\ There read of Cain the curse and crime^ 

« In characters unworn by tiihei 

ic Still, ere thoii dost C6ndehm tale, pau^^ 

« Not mine the act, though I the cause. lo6i 

« Yet did he but What t had done 

Ik Had she been false to more than on^. 

(c Faithless to him, he gav^ the blolV| 

c( But true to me, I laid him loW: io65 

n Howe'er deserved her doom might be> 

« Her treachery was truth to me; 

l( To me she gave her heart, that all 

« Which tynUmy can he'er enthrall ; 

tc And I, alas ! too late to save ! lo^o 

«< Yet all I then could give, I gav^, 

* Twas some retef , our foe a grave. 

<{ His death sits hghtly ; but her fate 

« Has made me-^what thou well may'st hatci I 

tt titis doom was sealed— te knew it well^ toj5 

« Warned by thfe voice of stem Taheer, j 

h Deep in whose darkly boding ear j^o 

n The death-shot peded of milrder near| 
ft As filed the troop to where they fell 1 
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« Be died too in the battle Ibroil , to8o 

M A time that heeds nor pain nor toilj 

« One cry to Mahomet for aid, 

<( One prayer to Alia all he made : 

« He knew and crossed me in the fray^-^ 

cc I gazed upon him where he lay, toQ'j 

(c And watclied his spirit ebb away: 

a Though pierced like Pard by hunters' ateel, 

cc He felt not half that now I feeL 

cc I searched^ but vainly searched j to find 

a The workings of a wounded mind^ 1090 

cc Each feature of that sullen corse 

cc Betrayed his rage^ but no remorse* 

cc Oh^ what had Vengeance given to traop 

c( Despair upcm his dying face ! 

cc The late repentance of that hour ^ logS 

cc When Penitence hath lost her power 

cc To tear one terror from the<graye| 

c( And will not soothe^ and can not saye^ 



cc The cold in dime are cold in blood, 

cc Their love can scarce deserve the name; 
« But mine was like the lava flood 1 101 

«c That boils in Etna's breast of flame« 
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II I cannot prate in puling strain 

« Of ladye-love , and beauty^s chain : I io4 

fc If changing cheek , and scorching vein , 

« Lips taught to writhe, but not complain , 

« If bursting heart; and mad'ning brain, 

« And daring deed, and vengeful steel, 

« And an that I have feft, and feel, 

« Betoken love— that love was mine j mo 

«c And shewn by many a bitter sign. 

H *Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 

« I knew but to obtain or die. 

« I die— -but first I have possessed^ 

« And come what may , I hope been blest. iiiS 

« Shall I the doom 1 sought upbraid? 

a No-*reft of all , yet undismayed 

« But for the thought of Lei}a slain, 

a Give me the pleasure with the pain , 

« So would I live and love again. 1120 

K I grieve^ but not ^ my holy guide ! 

c( For him who dies> but her who died : 

a She sleeps beneath the wandering wave— i 

cc Ah ! had she but an earthly grave, 1 1^4 

it This breaking heart and throbbing head 

<( Should seek and share her narrow bed. 

n She was a form of life and light, ^ 

tt That, seen, became ^ part of sight ; \ 
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« And rose, wherever I tun^e^ mine eye^, 

^ The Moming-star of IVfeipoiy ! ^ 1 3o 

« Yes, Love indeed is Ught from l^eaveQ } 

K A spark of tl^i immqrtal fir^ 
« With angels shared, hj AI]a given^ 

<c To lift from ear^ our )ow desire^ 
« DevQtictn wafts the m^ld above| } 1 39 

% But %aven itself descends in love ] 
fc A feeling from the Godhead caught, 
(c To vean froni self each sordid thought | 
« A Ray of him who formed the whole; 
fH A Glory circling round the soul { 1 1 i<) 

fi I grant my love iipperfect j> all 
« That mcgrtals by th^ namp miscall ; 
a Then deem it eyil, wh|it thou wilt |^ 
« But say , oh say , hers was no^ guilt t 
ft She was my life's unerring light: 1 1^5 

{c That quenched, what beam shall break noy nigbl? 
a OW would it shone to lead n^ stilly 
<c Although to death or deadliest ill} 
,«t Why marvel ye, if they who lose 

f( This present joy^ tl^is future hope^f \\Sq 

u No more with sorrow me^y cope; . 
K In phrensiy the4 t^ie^ &te accuse : 
« In madness do those fe^ftil deeds 

« That seem to add bi|t gpilt to woe? 
'« Alas! the breast that inly bleeds i > ""^^ 
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« Hath Baaght io dread firom outward bldw; 
m Who falls from all he knowf of bli»^ 
u Cares little into what ahyiiu 
m Fisroe as the gloomy Tultore's now 

« To thee , dd man, B>y deeds appear; 
a I read aUiorrenoe on thy brow> «i6f 

K And this too was I bom to bear 1 
a Tis true, that , li\ke that bird of prey ^ 
K With havodL have I markjed my way : 
u Bat this was taught me by the dove^ t iQ5 

If To die— and know no sec<md love. 
n This lesson yet hath man to learn, 
« Taught by the thing he dares to spnm: 
a The bird that sings within the brake, 
aThe swan that swims upon the lake, 1170 

a One mate, and one akne, will take, 
a And let the fool still prone to range, 
a And sneer on all who cannot change, 
a Partake his jest with boastbg boys; 

a I &avj not bis variad joys^ 1 176 

c. l^Lt deem such feeUe, heartless man, 
a Less than yon solitary swan I 
a Far, &r beneaA Ae shallow maid 
a He left bdieving and betrayed, 
a Such shame at least was nev« mine««» 
a I^eila ! each thought was only thme t li8i 
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« My goo4, miy gnilt, my weal, my ^/roci 

« My hope on hi^^— my all below. 

f( Earth holds no other like io thee, 

<« Or if it doth^ in vain {or me: ' 1 185 

« For worlds I dare npt view the dam9 

« Resembling thee, yet not the satne, 

a The very primes that mar my youth , 

« This bed of deatlK^^ttest my truth ! 

« 'Tis all too late«^thou wert , thou art 1 190 

<c The cherished nAdn^ of my heart ! 

(( And she was lost>-«and yet I breathed, 

« But not the breath of huinan life: 
<( A serpent round my heart was/^iv^eathedj 

(( And stung my every thought to atiifot 
<( Alike all time, aUboarred all place, I ig6 

<( Shuddering I shrunk from Nature's face, 
}) Where every hue that charmed before 
« The blackness of my bosom wore, 

.(( The rest thou dost already know ^ 1 200 

<( And all my sins^ and half my w<»<9» 
t( But talk no more of penitence; 
« Thou see'st I soon shall part frc^ heuoe^ 
« And if thy holy tale weire true^ 1.204 

« The deed that'4.done can'st tiou, wido ? ,* 

u Think me not thankless*— but this grief 
%i Looks not to priesthood for relief. 4i 
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« My Botd's estate in iecarel gnew. ' ' 

u Bat would'st Afna pity more, say leas ' 

(( When thoQ can'st bid iny Lala lire, 12x0 

ccTben will I sue ihee to forgive; ' 

« Then plead my oama in that hi^ place 

<c Where purchased maMes profier grace. 

« Go> when the hunter's hand hath wrung 

« From finrest-^aye her shrieking yomig^ 

<c And calm th9 lonely Uoness! 1216 

« But soothe not— <niocl( not my distress! 

« hi earlier days^ and calmer honrs^ 

« When heart with heart delights to blend j 
« Where bloom my native valley's bowers , , 

K I had^-Ah I have I now?--a friend J 
« To him this pledge I charge thee send^ 

« Memorial of a youthful vow ; 
« I would remind him of my end: 1224 

« Though souls absorbed like mine allow 
If Brief thought tp distant friendship's claim 1 
« Yet dear to him my blighted name. 
IK Tis strange*-<^he prophesied my doom , 

« And I have smiled*-^! then could smile—* 
«c When Prudence would his voice assume , 1 23o 

« And warn— I recked not what— the while; 
« But now remembranoe whiqiera o'er 
cf Those accents scarcely marked befisre* 
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ySay—^tbat bis bodings came to pass ^ iaS^ 

<c Aii4 be will sUirt to bear tbmr tnitb^ 

« And wisb bis words'had not been sooth: 
a Tel^ bim^ unbeeding as I wasy 

a Tbroagb mmy a busy bitter saeno 

fc Of all our golden youtb bad been, 
« In pain, my fiudtering tongue bad tried 
ft To bless bis m^iDory ere I dkA; i^/^t 

cf But heaven in wrath woidd tum away, 
«c If Guilt should for tbe guiltless pray^ 
tf I do not ask him not to bhmei 

« Too gentle he tp wQun^ iny name^ 134$ 

« And what have I to do with fiime? 
« I do not ask him not to n^oum, 
tt Such cold request nu^ht sound li]^e scorn) 
u And what than firiendship's manly tear 
a May better grace a brotherV bier? |)5o 

« But bear this r|ngi bia own pf old, 
« And tell him— what thou dost behold ? 
a The withered frame, the ruined mind, 
a The wrack by passipn left behind^ 

u A shrivelled scroll, a scattered leaf, 145$ 

« Seared by the autumn blast of grief ? 

« Tell me no more of fimcy's ^bam, 
a No f iaib^ , no,.'twiR» not a dreamy 
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« Alas ! the dreamer firi$t pau^t sleep, 

n I only watched, and wihed to weep j I260 

u But could not^ for my Earning brpw 

If Throbbed to the very brain as |iow: 

IT I wished but for a single tear ^ 

fi As something welcome , new> and d^ar 1 

kI wished it then > I wish it stilly 1265 

n Despair is stronger than my wiU^ 

« Waste not thine orison, despair 

« Is mightier than thy pious prayer ; 

' . » 

ft I would not^ if I mighty be blest, 

'n I want no paradise, but restt 13170 

« Twas then, I tell thee, father ! theQ 

fc I saw her; yes, she l|ve4 again j 

f( And shining in h^r white symar, 4a 

ic As through yon pale grey doud the stair t 

K Which now I gaze on^ as on her , 127S 

c( Who looked and looks far loveUerj^ 

« Dimly I view its trembling spark ; 

fK ToHtnprrow's night slu^l be more dark ; 

« And I , before its rays appear , 

<K That lifeless thing the living fear« 1280 

« I wander , father ! for my soul 

« b fleeting towards the final goal, 

« I saw^ her , fiiar ! and I rose 

% Forgetful of our former woes | 
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« And rushing from my couch^ I dart, i285 

a And clasp her to fay desperate heart ^ 
« I clasp-— what is it that I clasp ? 
u No breathing form within my grasp , 
c( No heart that beats reply to rame, 

tt Yet| Leila ! yet the form is thine ! i)go 

,« And art thou, dearest , changed so much , 
K As meet my eye^ yet mock my touch? 
tt Ah I were thy beauties e'er so cold^ 
« I care not; so my arms enfold 

c( The all they ever wished to hold. i2g5 

tt Alas • around a shadow prest, 
« They shrink upon my lonely breast; 
tt Yet still 'tis there ! In silence stands, 

« And beckons with beseeching hands I 1299 

tt With braided hair, and bright«black eye*-* 
tt I knew 'twas false— she could not die! 
« But he is dead! within the dell 
tt I saw him buried where he fell; 

tt He comes not, for he cannot break i3o4 

tt From earth ; why then art thou awake ? 
tt They told me wild waves rolled above 
« The fiice I view, the form I love; 
« They told me— 'twas a hideous tale ! 
tt rd teU it, but my tongue would fidl : 
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« If true , and from ihine ocean-<iav6 1 3io 

fc Thou oom'st to daim a calmer gravel 

« Oh ! pass thy deWy fingers o'er 

« This brow that then will bum no more; 

« Or place them on my hopeless heart: 

« But, shape or shade 1 whatever thou art^ 

« In mercy ne'er again depart ! t3i6 

« Or farther with thee bear my aoiil^ 

fc Than winds can waft or waters roll ! 

» sr * » « 1» » 

« Such 18 my name, and such my tale« 

aG>nfessor! to thy secret ear^ i3io 

« I breathe the sorrows I bewail, 

« And thank thee for the generous tear 
d This glairing eye could never shed. 
« Then lay me with the humblest dead^ 
« And, save the cross above my head, i3a5 

« Be neither name nor emblem spread^ 
« By prying stranger to be read, 
« Or stay the passing pilgrim's tread. ». 
He passed— nor of his name and race 

Bath left a token or a trace, x33o 

Save what the father must not say 
Who shrived him on his dying day. 
This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her he loved, or him he slew. 4^ 
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Note I , page 4i > line 3* 
That torrib which , gfeaming o*9r the cliff. 
A tomb above the rocks on the promontory ^ by iome tnpposed the ae^ 
liulchre of Themiatocles^ 

Note 2 , page 4a > Hue 9< 
Sultana of the Nig^ingate* 
The attachment of* ttie nightingale to Uie roae if a wellknown Persian 
fable, tt t mbiake not^ the <c Bulbul of a thousand tAles » is one of his 
appellations* 

Note 3 , page 43, line ao. 
Till the gay mariner^ s gUitar, 

The guitar is the constant amusement of the Greek stdlor by night: 
with a steady fair Wind ^ and during acalni| it if accompanied always 
jby the voice y and often by daticing. 

Note 4) pftge 44 9 li>^ ^* 
JVhere cold Obstruction's apathy. 
« Ay^ but to die and go we know not where | 
a To lie in cold obstruction. » 

Measure for Measure ^ Act Ht* i3o% So, j9.. 

Note 5 y page 44^1ii^® i^* 
The first y last lool by death repealed^ 
I trust that fisw of my read^s have ever had an opportunity of witnei'^ 
•ing what is here attempted in description 9 but those who have will pro-> 
bably retain a painful remembrance of that singular beauty which perva- 
des ^ with few exceptions, the features of the dead, a few hours, and 
Imt £ot a few houM , after « the fpirit is not there* » It ia to he remarked 
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in cases of violent death by gnn-shot wounds^ the eSipression is alwayi 
that of languor , whatever ihe natural energy of the sufferer's character ; 
bat in death from a stab th^ countenance preserves its traits of feeling 
or ferocity, and the mind its bias^ to the last^ 

Note 6 J page 46 9 line last^ 

Slaves-^nofj the hond»men of a dave* 

Athens is the property of the Kislar Aga , (the slave of the seraglio and 
guardian of the Women ) , who appoints the Waywode« A pandar and eu-* 
nuch-these are not polite 9 y^ true appellations-^now gopems the gover* 

nor of Athens I 

Note 9^ page 4^9 line t5. 

^ Tis calmer than thy heart 9 young Giaour* 
Infidel. 

Note 8 9 page 499 line last. 

in echoes of the far tophaile* 

« Tophaike , » musquet« — ^The Bairam is announced by the cannon at 
sunset; the illumination of the Mosques^ and the firing of all kinds of 
small arms I loaded with haU^ proclaim it during the night. 

Note 9 , page 5t , line first* 
Swift as the hurled on hif/i jerreed, 

Jerreedy or Djerrid, a blunted Turkish javelin 9 which is darted from 
horseback with great force and precision. It is a fiivourile exercise of the 
Mussulmans; but I know not if it can be called a manly one, since the 
most expert in the art are the Black Eunuchs of G>nstanlinople«— I think 9 
next to these , a Hamlouk at Smynra was the most skilful that came 
within my obsenratien. 

Note 10 9 page 5^9 line 6. 
He came 9 he went^ like the simoom* 
The blast of the desart 9 fatal to every thing living9 and often alluded to 
in eastern poetry. 

Note II , page 549 line II. 

To bless the sacred « bread and salt* « 
To partake of food 9 to break bread and salt with your host, insures the 
safety of the guest : even though an enemy, his perton from that moment 
is sacred. 
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Note 13 ) page 54 > line as. 

Since his tufhan wcis cUft hy the ijifideVs sabres 

t need hardly observe^ that Charity and Hospitality are the flrdt dntiei 
enjoined by Mahomet ; and to say truth j very generally practised by 
his disciples. The first praise that can be bestowed on a chief) is a paue« 
gyric on his bounty ; the next , on his valour. 

Note t3 , page 54 j line last« 

And silver - sheathed ataghan* 

The ataghan , a long dagger worn with pistols in the belt, in a metal 
scabbard generally of silver ^ and ^ among the wealthier^ gilt j or of gold* 

Note i4 } page 55 , line a* 

"jin Emir by his garb of grien. 

Green is the privileged colour of the prophet's numerous pretended 
descendants ^ with them , as here , faith ( the family inheritance ) is 
supposed to supersede the necessity of good works : they are the ^orst 
of a very indifferent brood. 

Note |5, page 55 , line S. 
Mo I who art thou 9 — this low salam^ 

Salam aleikoum ! aleikoum salam ! peace be with you; be wilih yoti 
peace-the salutation reserved for the faithful:— to a Christian ,« Urlarula, » 
H good journey ; or sahan hiresem, saban serula; good mom, good even| 
and sometimes, a may your end be happy ; d ard the usual saluteii. 

Note i6, page 56 , line ii* 

The insect-queen of eastern spring. 
The blue- winged butterfly of Kashmeer , the most rare uid beaUtifvl 
of the species. 

Note 17 , page 58 , line 7. 

Or live like Scorpion girt hy fire* 

Alluding to the dubious suicide of the scorpion , so placed fot experl* 
ment by gentle philosophers. Some maintain that the position of the sting) 
;when turned towards the head, is merely a convulsive movement ; but 
others have actually brought in the . verdict cc Felo de se. » The scorpions 
are surely interested in a speedy decision of the q^uesUon^ as^ if on«f 
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fairly established as insect Catos^ tliey will probably be allowed to live 
as long as they Wnk pn^r y without bemg martyred £ot the sake of an 
iiypothesii« 

iMe 48 , p^o 58^ liB« a3. 
men lOMmd%an*8 kt»t son was «^. 
The cannon at sunaet close the Rhama^n. See note S# . 

Note tQ J page Sg , line 16. 
By pale Phingari's trembling lights 
Phingariy the moon* 

Note aoj page 60 > line a. 
Bright as the jewel of triamschid* 

The celebrated fabulous ruby of Sultan Giamschid j the embellisher of 
Istakhar; from its splendour, iiamed Schebgerag, n the torch of night; v 
also, the « cup of the sun, » ec^. — ^In the 'flrrt editions « Giamschid » wa» 
written as a word oT three syllables, «aD^erbelot has it; but I'ant told 
Richardson reduces it to a dissyllable, and writes « Jamshid. » I have left 
in the text the orthography o^the one with the pron^iukciation of the other. 

Note 21 , page 60, line S. 
Thottffi on Al-Sirat*s arch I stood, 

Al-Sirat, the bridge of breadth less than the thread of a fiminhed spidcf ^ 
aver which the Mnssulmans must skate into Paradise, to which it is the 
only entrance; but this is not the Worst, the river beneath being hell itselft^ 
into which, as may be elEpected^ the imskilful and tendei* of foot contrive 
to tumble with a « JkiUs detcoMUii Aremi,* not very pleasing in prospect 
io the next pASMnger* There i» a idiorter cut downwards Smt the lewssnd 
Christians. 

•lldte a», pa^ 60, Hne ii# 
And keep thta portion of his eftid. 

A vulgar error; the Koran allots at least a third of Ptfradise to well-btf- 
haved women ; but by flir the greater tiunrf)er of MassulnMma eaterpret the 
text their own way, and exchide thejr moieties from hearen. Being ene^ 
mies to Platonics, they cannot discern cf any fttneis of thin^)* in the soul^ 
t>f Ihe other aex ^ conceiving them to be superseded by tiiefienris* 
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Note a3^ page 60, line 17. 

The y0ung pomegranate* s blossoms strtu>. 

An oriental simile, which may, perhaps^ though fairly stolen, be 
deemed <cplus Arabe qu^en Arable; it 

Note 24 i VH^ ^ i ^^>^® ^9* 
Set hair in hyacinthinejlou^h 

Hyacmthine, m Arabic ^ « Sunbul , » aa common a thought in the easterrt 
poet! as in was among ih% Greekst 

Note a5, page 61 ^ line ^, 
The loveliest bird of Franguestan* 
n FrangoestAn/ » Gircassia. 

Note 26^ page 63 , line t^ 
Bismiliah ! now the peril's pasti 

fiismillah — « Ik the name of God ; » the commencement of all the chap- 
ters of the Koran but one^ and of prayer and thanksgiving, 

Kote 275 page 64, line 17. 
Then curled his very beard with ire* 
A phenomenon not uncommon with an, angry Mussulman i In iSoq^ 
the Capitan Pacha^s whiskers at a diplomatic audience were no less lively 
With indignation than a tiger caCs , to the horror of all the dragomans; the 
portentona mnstackios twisted, they atood erect of their own accord j and 
Were expected every moment to change their colour, bnt at last conde- 
scended to subside , which probdiily saved more heads thaa thty Contained 
liairs* 

Note 38 , page 64 9 line last. 

Nor raised the craven cry , Jtmaun / 
A Amaon 9 V quarter 9 pardon* 

Note 29) page 69, line 9* 
I know him by the evil eyei 

The (c evil eyd,» a common superstition in the Levant, ftnd of wtiick 
the imaginary efiEects are yet very singular on those who conceive tlieni** ' 
•«lvef affected* 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



100 NOTES TO THE GIAOUR. 

Note 3o, page 67, line la. 

A fragment of his palampore^ 

The flowered shawl is generally worn by persons of rank» 

Note Sly page 3i y line i5. 

His caJpac rent^^his caftan red* 

The « Calpao) is the solid cap or centre part of the head-dressy the shawl- 
is wound round it ^ and forms the turban. 

Note 3a , page 69 , line a3. 
A turban carped in coarsest stone* 
The tuiban^ pillar^ and inscriptive verse, decorate the tombs of the 0»* 
manlies, whether in the cemetery or the wilderness. In the mountains 
you frequently pass similar mementos ; and on enquiry you are informed 
that they record some victim of rebellion , plunder) or revenge^^ 
Note 33 , page 70 j line 8« * 

At solemn sound of « Alia Hu / » 

«t Alia Hu! » the concluding words of the Muezzin's call to prayer front 
the highest gallery on the exterior of the Minaret. On k still evening, wlien 
the Muezzin has a fine voice , which is frequently the case ^ the effect is so- 
lemn and beautiful beyond all the bells in Christendom* 

Note 34 5 page 70, line a3. 

They come — their kerchief s green theywave^ 

The following is part of a battle song of the Turks :— « I see a dark-eyed 
girl ofparadise, and she waves a handkerchief, a kerchief of green ; and 
cries aloud , Come, kiss me, for I love thee , p etc. 

Note 35, page 70, line a3. 

"beneath avenging Monkir's scythe* 

Monkir and Nekir are the inquisitors of the dead, before whom the corpsa 
undergoes a slight noviciate and preparatory training, for damnation. If 
the answers are none of the clearest, he is hauled up with a scythe and 
thumped down with a red hot mace till properly seasoned , with a variety 
o^ subsidiary probations. The -office of these angels is no sinecure \ there 
are bat two, and the number of orthodox deceased beix)^ in a unall pro*, 
iportion to the remainder, their hands are always full. 
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Note 36, page 70 j line last. 

To wander round lost Ehlis' throne a 
Eblis 9 the Oriental Prince of Darkness. 

Hole 37 , page 71 , line 5. 

But first, on earth as Vampire sent. 

The Yamplre superstition is still general in the Levant. Honest Tour- 
nefort tells along story 9 which Mr. Southey^ in the notes on Thalabai 
quotes about these <c Yroupolochas, » as he calls them. The Romaic term 
is tt Yardoulacha. » I recollect a whole family being terrified by the scream 
of a child, which they imagined must proceed from such a visitation* The 
Greeks never mention the word without horror. 1 find that uBroucolokas » 
is an old legitimate Hellenic appellation^-at least is so applied to Arsenius j 
who J according to the Greeks j was after his death animated by the DeviL 
The moderns 9 however 9 use the word I mention* 

Note 38 J page 72, line 5. 

^et with thine own best blood shall drip. 

The freshness of the face , and the wetness of ihe lip with blood are the 
never-failing figns of a Vampire. The stories told in Hungary and Greece 
of these foul feed^s are singular , and some of them most i/icred/Z»(j^ attested. 

Note 39, page 79, line first. 

It is as if ihe desart'hird. 

The pelican is, I believe the bird so libelled , by the imputation of fee- 
ding her chickens with her blood. 

Note 40 9 page 83 , line a6. 

Deep in whose darkly boding ear. 

This superstition of a second-hearing ( for I never met with downright 
second-sight in the East ) fell once under my own observation. — On my 
third journey to Cape Colonna early in 1811, as we passed through the 
defile that leads from the hamlet between Keratia and Colonna, I observed 
Dervish Tahiri riding rather out of the path, and leaning his head upon 
Ills hand , as if in pain. I rode up and enquired. ♦ « "VVe arc in peril, » he 
answered. « "What peril ? we are not now in Albania , nor in the passes 
to Ephesus, Messalunghi, or Lepanto; there are plenty of us , wellarmed^ 
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and the Choriates have not courage to bo thieves, »— ftTrae« Affendi ; bat 
nevertheless the shot is ringing in my ears. »— a The shot ! — not a tophaike 
has been fir^ this morning, D-fral hear it notwithstanding -Bom- Bom -a« 
plainly a I hear your voicet »-»(cPsha j>i*-« as you please, Affendi; if it is 
written^ so will it be. » — I left this <|aick<«aredpredestinartan9 and rode qp 
to Basili , his Christian compatriot , whose ears, though no^ at all prophetiC| 
by no means relished the intelligence. We all arrived at Colonna, remain- 
ed some l^ours, and retqmed leisurely , spying a variety of brilliant things ^ 
in more languages than spoiled the building of Babel , upon the mistaken 
seer^ Romaic , Amaout , Turkish , Italian and English were all exercised, 
in various conceits, upon the uufprtunate Mussulman, Wbile we were 
contemplating the beautiful prospect. Dervish was occupied about the co^ 
lumns, I thought he was changed into an antiqus^rian , and asked him if 
he had become a « FqJaocaslro » man: « No , » sai4 he , « but these pillars 
will be useful in making a stand; » and added other remarks, winch at least 
evinced his own belief in his troublesome fiiculty o{ fore-hearings On ouy 
return to Athens, we heafd ftoin Leone (a prisoner set ashore some day^ 
fifter) of thp intended attack of the Mainotes, mentioned, with the cause of 
i\3 not taking place, in the notes to Childe Harold, Cautqad. | vv^asatsomo 
pains to question the man , and be described th^ dresses anns , and mark^ 
of the horses qf our party so accurately , that witl^ other cirpumstances, w^ 
could not doubt of his haying been in « villanous company , » and ourselvo 
in a bad neighbourhood. Pervisl^ becfune a soothsayer for life , and I daro 
say Is now hearing more n^usquetry than ever will be ^red, to the great 
refreshment of the Arnaoutsof6erat,and his native mountains. — 1 shall 
mention one trait more of this singular race. In march f 8i i , «| remarkably 
stout and active Arnaout came (I believe the 5oth on the same errand) to 
offer himself as an attendant, whic^ was declined; «Well, Affendi, » quoth 
}ie, « may you live! t-yon would have found me useful. | shall leave the 
Town for the hills to-morow : in the winter I return, perhaps yon will then 
receive me, » --» Dervish, who w^s present, remarked as a thing of course, 
and of no consequence , « in U^e niean timp he -will join the Klephtes, ?» 
^ robbers. ) which was true to the letter, -p- If not put off, they com© 
tfown in the winter, and pass it unmolested in soipe to^n^ vrhciv tliey 
aie oilen a3 well kuown as their e^^ploits. 
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Note 4 1 9 page 88, line last. 
Looks not to priesthood for relief. 

The monVs sermon is omitted. It seems to bave bad so little effect 
cipon tbe patient 9 that it could have no hopes from the reader. It may- 
be sufficient to say 9 that it was of a customary length ( as may be 
perceived from the interruptions and uneasiness of tbe penitent ), and 
was delivered in the nasal tone of all orthodox preachers. 
Note 4a 9 page 91 9 line i5. 
jind shining in her wMtQ sjpnaf, 

ft Symar » -^ Shroud, 

Note 4^9 page 99 line last. 

The circumstance to which tbe above story relates was not very 
uncomtnon in Turkey. A few years ago the wife of Mucbtar Pacha 
i^omplained to his Either of his son's supposed infidelity \ he asked with 
whom^^ and she had the barbarity to give in a list of tbe twelve hand* 
9ome8t women in Yanina, They were seized j fastened up in sacks , 
^nd drowned in the lake tbe same night \ One of the guards who was 
present informed me , that not one of the victims uttered a cry , or 
shewed a symptom of terror at so sudden a « wrench from all we know, 
from all we love. » Tha fate of Phrosine, the fairest of this sacrifice , 
is the subject of many a Romaic and Amaout ditty. The story in the 
text is one told of a young Venetian many years ago, and now nearly 
forgotten. I heard it by accident recited by one of the coffee-house story* 
fellers who abound in the Levant and sing or recite their narratives. 
The additions and interpolations by the translator will be easily distin* 
guished from the rest by the want of Eastern imagery ; and I regret 
(hat my memory has retained so few fragments of the original. 

For the contents of some of the notes I am indebted partly to d'Her* 
belot , and partly to that most eastem9 and , as Mr. Weber justly en» 
titles ity « sublime tale 9 » the « Gdiph Yathek. » I do not know from 
^^hat source the author of that singular volume may have drawn his 
materials; some of \l\h incidents are to be found in tbe « Bibliotbeque 
Orieutale; » but for correctness of costume, beauty of description 9 and 
power of imagination 9 it far surpasses all European imitations ; and 
bears such marks of originality , that those who have visited the East 
ivill find some difficulty in belie vingt it to be more than a translation. 
As an Eastern tale , even Rasselas must bow before it; his « Happy Valley » 
^vill not b^ar a comparison with the « Hjill of EblU. » 
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Oh , shame to thee , Land of the Gaul ! 

Oh, shame to thy children and tliee ! 
Unwise in thy glory and base in thy fall , 

Hofw wretched thy portion shall be ! 
Derision shall strike thee forlorn , 

A mockery that never shall die; 
The curses of Hate , and the hisses of Scorn 

Shall bur^len the winds of thy sky ; 
And , proud o'er thy ruin , for ever be hurl'd 
The laughter of Triumph , the jeers of the World I 

Oh, where is thy spirit of yore, 

The spirit that breathed in thy dead. 
When gallantry's star was the beacon before , 

And honour the passion that led? 
Thy storms hav0 awaken'd their sleep , 

They groan from the place of their rest, 
And wratbf ully murmur, and sullenly weep ^ 

To see the foul stain on thy breast; 
For where is the glory they left thee in trust ? 
*Tis scatter'd in darkness, His trampled in dust ! 
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Ga, look through the kingdoms of earth , 

From Indus I all round to the Pole, 
And something of goodness , of honour , ^d worth ; 

Shall brighten the sins of the soul ; 
But thou art alone in thy shame, 

The world cannot liken thee there ; 
Abhorrence and vice have dbfigur'd thy name 

Beyond the low reach of compare ; 
Stupendous in guilt, ihou shalt lend us through timt 
A proverb^ a bye-word^ for treacb'ry and crime! 

While oon^uest illumin'd his sword , 

While yet in his prowess he stood^ 
Thy praises still folloVd the steps of thy Lord, 

And welcomed the torrent of blood; 
Tho' tyranny sat on his crown. 

And w^ilher'd the naticms afiur. 
Yet bright in thy view was that De^tV renown, 

Till Fortune deserted his car; 
JTten , back from the Giieftain thou slimkest away-* 
The foremost to insdl , the first to betray ! 

Forgot were the feats he bad done. 
The toils he bad borne in thy cause; 
Tbou turned'st to worship a new rising sun. 
And waft other songs of applause; 
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But the storm was beginning (o lour. 
Adversity douded his beam ; 
A^^d honom* and faith were the brag of an hour, 

And loyalty's self but a dream : — 
To him thou hadst banished thy vows were reftor'd; , 
^d the $rst that had scoffed, were the first that ador'd ! 

What tumult thqs burthens the air , 

Wl^it throng thus encircles his throne ? 
'Tis the shout pf delight, His the millions that swear 

His sceptre shall rule them alone^ 
lie verses shall brighten their sseal. 

Misfortune shall hallow his name. 
And the world that pursues him shall mournfully feel 

How quenchless the spirit and flame 
That Frenchmen will breathe , w^hen their hearts are on fire, 
for the Hero they love, and the Chief they admire •' 

Their hero has rushed to the field ;; 
His laurels are cover'd with shad&n-« 
But "where is the spirit that never should yield , 
The loyalty never to fade ! 
In a moment desertion and guile 
Abandon'd him up to the foe; 
The dastards that flourish'd and grew in his smile, 

Forsook and renounced him iu w^oe ; 
And the milUons that swore they would perish to save, 
Peheld him a fugitive, captive, and slave • 
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The Savage all wild in his glen 

Is nobler and better than thou ; 
Thou stmdebt a wonder , a marvel to men. 

Such perfidy blackens thy brow ! 
If thou wert the place of my birth, 

At once from thy arms would I sever; 
I'd fly to the uttermost end of the earth. 

And quit thee Cor ever and ever ; 
And thinking of thee in my long after-years, 
Should but kindle my. blushes and waken my tears. 

Oh^ shame to thee, Land of the Gaul ! 

Ob . shame to thy children and thee ! 
TJnwTse in thy glory and base in thy fall, 

How wretched thy portion shall be! 
Derision shall strike thee forlorn^ 

A mockery that never shall die; 
The curses of Hate and the hisses of Scorn 

Shall burthen the w^inds of thy sky ; 
And proud o'er thy ruin for ever be hurl'd 
The laughter of Triumph ^ the Jeers of the World \ 
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WINDSOR, POETICS. 



Lines 9 composed on the occasion of H. R. H. the P...e R^g-t. being 
seen standing betwixt tbe coffins of Henry the 8th andQurlestheisty 
in the Royal vault at Windsor. 

Famed for contemptuous breach of sacred ties. 
By HEADLESS Gharles see heartless Henry lies; 
Between them stands another Sceptered thing. 
It mores, it reigns, in all but name— ^ King : 
Gharles, to his People, Henry, to his Wife, 
—in him the double Tyrant starts to Life : 
Justice and Death have mixed their dust in vain ^ 
The Royal Vampyres start to breathe agaih ; 
How shall w^e trust to tombs? — ^since these disgorge 
The blood and dust of both-— «to mould a G... ge. 
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« HoAest— Amcist iago! 

« If that thou be^st a devil ^ I rannot kill thee. » 

Bom in tlie garret^ in the kitcheii bred> 

Promoted thenoe to deck her mistress' head j 

Next — for some gracious iservjce unexpres'd^ 

And from its wages ^nly to be guess'd^-i 

Rais'd from the toilet to the table ^-**where 

Her wondering betters wait behind her chair^ 

With eye unmov^ > and forehead unabash'd ^ 

She dines from oS the plate she iately wash'd. 

Quick with the tale^ and ready with the Ue-^ 

The genial confidant , and general spy— - 

Who could, ye gods 1 her next employment gue8»*-« 

An only infant's earUest governess! 

She taught the child to read, and taught so well| 

That she herself, by teaching , leam'd to spell. 

An adept next in penmanship she grows ^ 

As many a nameless slander deftly shows: 

What she had made the pupil of her art, 

None know<^but that high Soul secured the hearty 

And panted for the truth it could not hear^ 

With longing breast and undeluded ear« 
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Foil'cl was penrersion by that yodthful iiiiad> 
Which Flattery fool'd not — Paseness could net blind ^ 
Deceit infect not — nor Contagion soiK- 
Indulgent weaken — ^nor Example spoil— 
Nor master'd Science ^ tempt her to look dowii 
On hmnbler talents with a pitying firown— • 
Nor Genius sWell — ^nor Beauty render vain— • 
Nor Envy ruffle to retaliate pain — 
Nor fortune change — ^Pride raise — ^nor Passion bow^ 
Nor Virtue teach austerity — liU now. 
Serenely purest of her sex that live j 
But wanting one tfweet weaknees— to forgive; 
Too shocked at &ults her soul can never know^ 
She deelns that all Could be like her below: 
Foe to all Vice, yet hardly Virtue's friend^ 
For Virtue pardons those she would amend* 

But to the theme :-<*now laid aside too Icmg, 
The baleful burthen of this honest song***- 
Though all h^ former functions are no more> 
She rules the circle which she served before* 
If mothers-^none know why— before her quake; 
If daughters dread her, for &e mother^s sake; 
If early habits->*-those fidse Imks, which bind 
At times the loftiest to the meanest mind- 
Have given her power too deeply to instil 
The angry essence of her deadly will} 
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If, like a snake, (he steal within your walls ^ 
Till the black slime betray her as«he crawls^ 
If, like a viper, to the heart she wind. 
And leave the veiioin there she did not find; 
What marvel that this hag of hatred works 
Eternal evil latent as she lurks. 
To make a Pa^idemonium where she dwells ^ 
And reign the Hecate oi domestic hells? 

Skill'd by a touch to deepen scandal's tints 
With all the kind mendacity of hints. 
While mingling truth with falsehood — sneers with smiles— 
A thread of candour with a web 6f wiles; 
A plain blunt show of briefly-spoken seeming. 
To hide her bloodless heart's soul-harden'd schemeing ; 
A lip of lies — a face formed to conceal; 
And, without feeling, mock at all tvho feelf 
With a vile mask the Gorgon v^ould disown } 
A cheek of parchment — and an eye of stone. 
Mark, how the channels of her yellow blood 
Ooze to her skin, and stagnate there to mud, 
Cased like the c^itipede in saffron mail , 
Or darker greenness of the scorpion's scale— 
(For drawn fr<$m reptiles only may we trace 
Congenial colours, in that soul or face)—* 
Look on her features ! and behold her mind 
As in a mirror of itself defined : 
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Look on the pktare ! deem it not o'ercharged— 
There is no trait which might not be enlarged;—* 
Yet true to cc Nature's journeymen, » who made 
This monster when their mistress left oflF trade,— • 
This female dog^tar of her Kltle sky , 
Where all benaath her influence, droop, or die* 

Oh I wretch without a tear--TOthout a |;hQUght^ . 
Save joy above the ruin thou hast wrought— 
The time shall come> nor long remote, wheil thou 
Shalt feel far more than thou inflictest now; 
Feel f<w thy vile self-loving self in vain , 
And turn thee howling in unpitied pain. 
May the strong curse of crush'd afiections light 
Back on thy bosom with reflected blight I 
And make thee in thy I^rosy of mind 
As loathsome to thyself, as , to mankind ! 
Till all thy self-thoughts curdle into hate> 
Blapk-— as thy will for others would create: 
Till thy hard heart be calcined into dust. 
And thy soul welter in its hideous crust. 
Oh, may thy grave be deepless as the bed>— 
The widow'd couch of fire, that thou hast spread ) 
Then, when thou fidn wonld'st weary Heaven with prayer^ 
Look on thine earthly yictim9*-*aDd despair t 
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Down to the dust!-— and > as thou rott'st away. 
Even worms shall perish on thy ppisonous day. 
But for the love I bore , and still must bear , 
To her thy msdice from all ties would tear— , 
Thy name— thy human name-^to every eye • . 
The climax of all scorn should hang on high^ 
Exalted o'er thy less abhorred compeers— 
And festering in the infamy of years. 

March 3o^ x8i6« 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



THE 

CURSE OF MINERVA. 



Slow sinks, tttore fovely ere his rade be nm> 
Along Morea*s hills the setting sun } 
Not> as in Northern dimes, obscurely bright^ 
But one unclou<fed blase of living light^ 
ty^t the hush'd deep the yellow beam he throws ^ 
Gilds the gra^n wave, that trembles as it glovirst 
On old fgina's rock, and Idra's isle, 
The god of gladness sheds his parting s^le; 
O'er his own regions ling'ring, loves to shine> 
Though there his altars are no more divine. 
Desoendihg fast the mountain shadows ki^ 
Thy glorious gulph , untonquer'd SdamisI 
Their azure arches through the long expanse 
More deeply purpled meet his ikiellowing glance > 
And tenderest t^ts > along thier summits driven > 
Mark his gay course and own the hues of heaven i 
^31 darkly shaded from the land and deep^ 
Behind his^ Delphian rock he sinks to sle^. 
On such an eve , his palest beam he cast, 
When— Athens I her« thy Wiiest look'd bis last. 
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How watdi'd thy better sons his &rewell ray, 

Tliat closed their murder'd* sage's latest day! 

Not yet — ^not yet — ^Sol pauses on the hill— 

The precious haur of parting linger^ stilly 

But sad his light to agonizing eyes , 

And dark the mountain's once delightful dyes: 

Gloom o'er the lovely had 1^ #eem'd to pour. 

The land where Phoebus never frowli'd before j 

But ere he sunk below Glha^on'e.bead j 

The cup of woe wv quaflPd-^e spirit 0ed^ 

The soul of him that ^corn'd to fear 4^ fly-«<* 

Who lived and died , as none can )ireGf die' 

But lo I from high Hymettns to the plain 

The queen of night asaerts her silent rdgiu ^^ . 

No murky vapour # heiald of the Marm^ 

Hides her fair &ce, ijior girds her glowing form) 

With cornice glimviermg as the mooDrlMjiaiis play I « 

There &e white column greets hergr^tefuf ray. 

And, bright around with qutvViag boams b^set^ 

Her emblem sparkles o'er tbe impai^t : 

The groves of oUves scatt^r'd £ir 4od yviia 

Where meek Geptiinii^ ph^^ 4>i# #C9ue^y t^ ^ 

* Socrates drank the Ibemlock a sliort time before son-set (the hoar 
of execution) , notwUhstuidiag tlio entroaties of l^^d^ipka to wait 
till the son went down. 

** The twilight in Xkieece Is «iq^ ^sharter lian is our- oocmtr^ ^ 
the days in winter are longer, but in snmmer of less duration, 
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The cypreas sadd'ning by the saored mosque ^ 

The gleaming turret of the gay Kiosk , * 

And sad and sombre 'mid the holy cabn^ 

Near Theseus' fane yon solitary pahn, 

All tinged with varied hues arrest the eye*^ 

And dull were his that passed them heedless by* 

Again the iBgean heard no more afar , 

Lulls his chaf d breast from elemental war \ 

Again his wares in milder tints unfold 

Their long expanse of sapphire and of ^Id, 

Mix'd with the shades of many a distant isle^ 

That frown — where gentler ooean loves to smile* 

As thus within the walls of Pallas' fane 

I mark'd the beauties of the lands and i^in , 

Alone, and friendless on the magic shore , 

Whose arts and arms but live in poet's lore; 

Oft as the matchless Dome I tum'd to scan. 

Sacred to Gods, but not secure from man, 

The past retum'd, the present seem'd to cease, • 

And glory knew no clime beyond her Greece. 

Hours roU'd along, and Dian's orb on hi^ 

Had gain'd the center of her softest sky, 

* The Kiosk is a Turkish summer house ; the t^alm is without the 
present walls of Athens , not &r from the temple of Theseus 9 between 
which and the tree the wall intervenes. Cephtsus^ stream is indeed 
scanty ^ and Ilissus has no stream at all. 
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And yet unwearied still my footsteps trod 
O'er the vain shrine of many a vanish'd God j 
But chiefly, Pallas I thine , when Hecate's gkra 
Checked by thy columns^ fell more sadly fair 
O'er the chill marble w^here the startling tresid, 
Thrills tha lone heart like echoes from the dead ^ 
Long had I mus'd , and measure every trace ^ 
The wreck of Greece recorded of her race^ 
When, lo ! a giant-form before me strode,, 
And Pallas hail'd me in her own abode. 
Yes , 'twas Minerva's self, but ah I how^ changed \ 
Since o'er the Dardan field in arms she ranged ! 
Not such, as erst by her divine command 
Her form appeared from Phidias' plastic hand^ 
Gone were the terrors of her awful brow, 
Her idle Mg\& bore no Gorgon now ; 
Her helm was deep indented , and h^ lance 
Seem'd weak and shaftless, e^n to mortal glance, 
The oHve branch which still she deign'd to clasp , 
3hrunk from her touch and witheiM in her grasp : 
And ahi though still the brightest of the sky. 
Celestial tears bedimm'd her large blue eye; 
. Round the rent casque her owlet circled slow 
And piourn'd his ipistress wit^ a shriek of woe, 

« Mortal! ('twas tbut dae spake) that blush of shanie 
« Proclaims thee Briton-^^noe a noble name-^ 
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n First of the imghty , foremost of tlie free^ 

«( Now honoured lesa by all*— and leaai be mer 

<( Qiief of thy foet shall Pallas still be foand ^«-« 

« Seek'st thou the cause? O mortal, — ^look around^ 

« Lo here , despite of wiar and wasting fire , 

« I saw successive tyrannies expire ; 

« 'Scap'd from the ravage of the Turk and Goth , ^ 

<( Thy country sends a qpoiler worse than both I 

« Surrey this vacant vic^ted fanej 

<( Recount the reUos torn that yet remain^ 

« T^ese Gecrops placed^-^A/tf Pericles adorned*— 

(( TTuU Hadrian rear'd when drooping Science motlrn'd ; 

<c What more I owe let gratituSe attest , 

tt Know Alaric and Elgin did the rest. 

«( That all may learn from w^hence the plunder came , 

u The insulted wall sustains his hated name.** 

* This is spoken of the city in general 9 and not of the Acropolis in 
particular : The Temple of Jupiter Olympus, by some supposed the 
Pantheon 9 was finished by Hadrian ; sixteen colunms are standing of the 
most beautiful majrble and style of architecture, 

** It if related by a late oriental traveller , that when the wholesale 
spoliator visited Athens , be caused his own name, with that of hiB 
wife y to be inscribed on a pillar of one of the principal temples. 
This inscription was executed in a Very conspicuous manner ^ anddee^ 
ly engraved in the marble , at a very considerable elevation. Notwith*. 
standing which precautions , some person y ( doubtless inspired by the 
jPatron-Goddess ) has been at the pains to get himself raised up to th9 
requisite height, and has obliterated the name of the 1^1^09 but lelt 
tlwt of the lady unieiKhed, The traveller in cjueslign accojnpaniod this 
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« For Elgin's &me thus gratefnt P<dks pleadsi 

<( Below^ his name-^-above^ behcM his deeds! 

(( Be ever hail'd with equal honour bere^ 

« The Gothic Monarch and the Pictish Peer, 

(( Arms gave the first his right, the last had none, 

<c But basely stole what less barbarians won ! 

<c So when the lion quit his fel repast , 

« Next prowls the Wolf— -the filthy Jackal last: 

« Flesh, limbs, and blood, the former make their ownj 

« The last base brute securely gnaws the bone. 

c( Yet still the Gods are just, and crimes are crost^ 

cc See here what Elgin won, and what he lost ! 

« Another name with his pollutes my ^rine, 

« Behold where Dian's beams disdain to shine I 

(c Some retribution still might Pallas claim ^ 

« When Venus, half aveng'd Minerva's shame » * 

She ceas'd awhile , and thus I dar'd reply , 
To soothe the vengeance kindling in her eye:— » 
ic Daughter of Jove ! in Britain's injured name, 
<c A true-born Briton may the deed disclaim I 

story by a renutrk, that it must' have coat some labour and contrivance 
to get at the phlce j and could only have been effected hy much zeal and 
determmation* 

* His Lordship^s name and that of one who no longer bears it, are 
carved conspicuously on the Parthenon above i in a part not far dis- 
tant are the torn remnants of the basso-relievos , destroyed in a vain 
attempt to remove them. 
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« Frown not on JEngland — ^Engknd owns him not— 

<c Athena^ no • the plunderer was a Scot ! * 

;« Ask'st thou the diflferenoe ? From fair Phyle's tower« 

fc Survey Boeolia^ Qdedonia's ours. 

« And well I know within that bastard hnd** 

« Hath wisdom's Goddess never held ooitimahd : 

« A barren soil , where natures germs confin'd , 

« To stem sterility , can stint the mind y 

« Whose thistle well bet^ys the niggard earth, 

« Emblem of all to whom the Land gives birth 

« Each genial influence nnrtur'd to resist^ 

cc A land of meanness , sophistry £Hid mist : 

<c Each breeze from foggy mount and marshy plain 

c( Dilutes with drivel, every driz^ng brain , 

<t Till burst at length each watery head o'erflows 

ic Foul as their soil and frigid as their snows: 

« Ten thousand schemes of petulance and pride, 

« Despatch her scheming children far and wide; 

<c Some East , some West, some-^-^w^ where but Nortb • 

« hi quest of lawless gain they ibsue forth ; 

* The plaster wall on tlie west side of the temple of Minerva Polias 
bears the following inscription , cut in very deep characters : 
Qao«l non fecemnt Goti 
Hoc fecemnt Scoti* 

Hohhouse's Tra^eh in Greece ) etc. p. 345. 

** Irish Bastards according to Sir Gallaghan O^BraUaghao* 
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c( And tbm accnned be the day and year, 

c( She sent a Pict to pky the fdon here. 

a Yet Gdedonia daims scnne native vrorth| 

ct As dull fioeotia gave a Pindar birth-^ 

u So may hmr few^ the lettered and the braw, 

u Bound to no dime, and victors o'er the grave^ 

(c Shake off the sordid dust of such a land^ 

a And shine like children of a happier strand* 

(c As once pf yore^ in some obnoxious place 

a Ten names (if found) had saved a wretched race* 

« Mortal, » the blue ey'd maid resum'd, a once more, 

a Bear back my ip^date to thy native shore; 

a Though fall'n, alas I this vengeance still is mine, 

u To turn my counsels far from lands like thine. 

c( Hear then in silence, Pallas' stem behest, 

(c Hear and believe, for Time shall tell the rest. 

a First on the head of him who did the deed, 

<t My curse s^sdl light,— on him and all his seed: 

(c Without one spark of intellectual fire, 

« Be all the son$ as senseless as the Sire ; 

tc If one with wit the parent brood disgrace;^ 

« Believe him b?^st?ir^ of 4 brighter race j 

a Still with his hireling artists let him prate ^ 

(( And Folly's pra^e repay for wisdoms hate! 

« Long of their Patron's Gusto let them tell , 

tt Whose noblest naiive Gusto— is to sell; 
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i{ To sell, and make^-^may shaine record the day, 

« The S|pte receiyer pf his pilfer'd prejr 

u Meantime the flattering feehle dotard West^ 

u Europe's worst c|s^uber , and poor Britain's best , 

« With palsied hand shall turn each model o'er, 

« And own himself an infant of fpprscore: 

« Bo all the bruisers called from all St. Giles ^ 

K That art and nature may compare their style«, 

« While brawny brutes in stupid wonder stare ^ 

« And marvel at his lordship's « stone shop » there. ** 

u Round the throng'd gate shall sauntmng coxcombs creep , 

tc To lounge, and lucnbn^te, to prate and peep, 

«c While n^ny a languid maid with longing sigh 

cc On giant statues casts the purious eye : 

ic The room with trapsient glance c^ppears to ^kim^ 

u Yet marks the mighty back and length of limb, 

« Mourns o'er the difference of now and then, 

fc Exclaims a these Greeks indeed were proper men: i» 

41 Draws shght comparisons of these with those , 

ic And envies Liis all her Attic beaux: 

fi When shall a modem maid have swains like these? 

%i Alas I Spt HAanT i? nQ Hercules' 

* Mf . y9e^l 9 on seiiig r the Elgin collection )> ( I suppose we sball 
hear of the Abershaws and Jack Shephard*s collection nea? , ) declared 
liimself a mere T^o in Art. 

** Poor Crib was sadly puzzled when exhibited at Elgin house , lie 
^s)^ed if it M'as not « a stone shop » : he was right , it is a shop. 
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cc And last of all, amidst the gaping creTV 
<f Some calm jipectator as he takes his view,'^ 
« In silent indignation mix'd -with grief, 
« Admires the plunder, but abhors the thief. 

'*' Alas ! all the monnments of Roman magnificence ^ all the remains 
of Grecian taste , so dear to the Artist j the Historian j the Antiqnarjr j 
all depend on the will of an arbitrary sovereign ; and that will is 
influenced too often by interest or vanity , by a nephew or a sycophant. 
Is a new palace to be erected ( at Rome ) for an upstart &mily ? The 
Coliseum is stripped to furnish materials. Does a foreign minister wish 
to adorn the bleak walls of a northern castle with antiques ? The tem- 
ples of Theseus or Minerva must be dismantled , and the works «f 
Phidias or Praxiteles be torn from the shattered frieze. That a decrep- 
id uncle j wrapped up in the religious duties of his age and station « 
should listen to the suggestions of an interested nephew, is natural : 
and that an oriental despot should undervalue the master pieces of 
Grecian art , is to be expected ; though in both cases the consequences 
of such weakness are much to be lamented -^ but that the minister of 
a nation , £imed for its knowledge of the language , and its veneration 
for the monuments of ancient Greece , should have been the prompter 
and the instrument of these destructions is almost incredible. Such rapa- 
city is a crime against all ages and all generations; it deprives the past 
of the trophies of their genius and the title deeds of their fame ; the 
present j of the strongest inducements to exertion , the noblest exhibi- 
tion that curiosity can contemplate; the future, of the master pieces 
of art , the. models of imitation. To guiurd against the repetition of such 
depredations is the wish of every man of genius, the duty of every 
man in power, and the common interest of every civilized nation. 
Eustace's Classical Tour through Italy , p, 269. 

This attempt to transplant the temple of Vesta from Italy to England, 
may , perhaps , do honour to the late Lord BristoFs patriotism or to 
his magnificence ; but it cannot be considered as an indication of either 
taste or judgment. Jbid. p« 4'9*. 
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a Loathed throughout life-^scarce pardon'd in the dust^ 

u May hate pursue his sacrilegious lust • 

c( Link'd with the fool who fired th'Ephesian dome, 

« Shall vengeance follow far beyond the tomb; 

> 
tt Erostratus and Elgin e'er shall shine 

(( In many a branding page and burning line! 

ci Alike condemned for aye to stand aocurs'd, 

<( Perchance the second viler than the first : 

« So let him stand thro' ages yet imbom, 

tt Fixed statue on the pedestal of scorn-* 

ic Though not for hiiQ alone revenge shall wait; 

a Butfiits thy country for h^r coming fate; 

« Her's were the deqds that taught her lawless 9on 

« To do^ what p£^ Britannia's self had done. 

a Look to the Baltic blazing from afar, 

cc Your old Ally yet mourns perfidious war : 

tt Not to such deeds did Pal}as leqd her aidj^ 

tt Or break the compact which herself hai^ made r 

ff Far firom suqh councils froi|i the faitbl^ field 

« She fled — ^but left behipd her Gorgpn shield; 

tt A fatal gift that turned your friends to stonej^ 

tt And left lost Albion hated and alone. 

tt Look to the East, where Ganges's swarthy race 

tt Shall shake your usurpation to its base; 

« Lo! there rebeUion rears her ghastly head, 

CI And glares the Nemesis of native dead ^ 
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c( Till Indus rolls a deep purpurea! floods 
(( And claims his long arrear of northeim bloods 
a So may ye perish ! Pallas ^ when she gave 
« Your free-born rights, forbade jre to enslavd. 

« Look on your £tpain, she clasps the hand she hated ^ 
<c But coldly clasps and thrusts you from her gates 
<c Bear w^itness bright Barrossa, ihoii canst tell, 
i( Whose were the sons that bravely fought and felli 
tt While Lusitania, kind and dear Ally^ 
a Can spare a few to fight and sometimes dy« 
(t Oh glorious Field ! by f^amine fiercely won^ 
« The Gaul retires for once, and all is done ! 
« But when did Pallas teach that one retreat , 
« Retriev'd three long Olympiads of defeat? 

<( Look last at home^ ye love not to look there 
« On the grim smife of comfortless despair: 
fi Your city saddens, loud th6ugh revel bowls, 
« Here famine ^unts, and yonder rapine prowls : 
m See all alike of more or less bereft, 
« No misers tremble when there's nothing left: 
u Hess paper credit,* » who shaU dare to sing? 
« It dogs like lead corruption's weary wing : 

* Bless paper credit , last and best supply y 
That lends corniption lighter wings to fly. 

^ toPB. 
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If Yet Pallas pluckM eack Premier by the ^i* 

« Wli6 Gods and men alike disdain'd to hear j 

« But one^ repentant o'er a bankrupt state ^ 

u On Pallas calls ^ but calls^ alas! too late t 

tt Then raves tot *^to that Mentor bends , 

u Though he and Palhs nev^r yet were friends : ' 

<f Him senates hear whom never yet diey hear'd^ 

<ft G>ntemptuous ohce, and now no less ahaurdt 

« So cQoe of yore eadi reasonable frog^ 

K Swore fiuth and fealty to his sovereign log> 

(( T^» hail'd yonr rulers their P^itrician clod^ > 

<( As Egypt chose an. onion for a God: 

« Now &re y6 wdl^ enjoy your Httle hour, > 

.« Go^— -gn^ the abadow of your vanish'd power; 

o Gloss o'er llie &]kire of eabh fondest acfaemoi 

ct Your strength 8 name^ youif Moated weaKh a dream* 

tc Gone is that GoU /line marvel of mankind^ 

(c And pirates barter all that's left behind; ^* 

<c No more the hirdings pilrdias'd near and fiur 

« Crowd to the rixiks of vteoennry war; 

« The idle merchant oo^ibe useless Quay I 

(( Droops o'er the bake no bariL may bear away; 

:« Or back rettiniing aees rejected stores 

,« Rot piecemeal on hb owti encund)er^d.ah<tees3 

^ The Deal and Dover traffickers in specie. 
f ^ See note at the end of the foregnoing page/ 
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ft The starved Mechanic breaks hk rusting looasi 

If And desperate mans him 'gainst the Gomm<m doom* 

<( Then in the Senate of your sifiking »tf|t9> 

« Shew me the map wboae counsek may ba£T6 weight 

<c Vain is each voice whose tones p€n4d once command | 

<c E'en factitms cease to charin a^ faqtious land; 

« WUle jarring aeotSi coBTulee. a. suilec ide^ 

« And light with itead'ning bands the mutual pile. 

*« 'Tis done, 'tis past> nsce Pallas wamfr i» rain ^ 
a The Furies seiae her a{)dicaied reign : 
u Wide o'er the rei^ they ware their kindUng. liraala 
ft And wring her yit^ with thdr fiery liaadtf., 
(( But one convulsive atrugg^ still remaiiis^/ v. 

a And G«^ul shall weep ere Albion ix^ear hotbl^idf^- -^ 
« The bannered fompjii wary the. glittering fibs>. 
« O'er whose gay tsappinga stevn/Bdlona smike^ 
« The brazen trump, the. ^rkstirrn^. dram » : 
tt That bid the foe defiance ere they c»nie; , 

u, The hero boonaiag at his oountry's caIL> 
« The glorious de^^ that deoomto his Ui, . ti < " i 
cc Swell the young ^niurt with visionary dbamt^ 
« And bid it antedate the jeys ol Anasl 
« But know , a lesson yta ntoy yet.be tangfatj^ . 
« With death alow ase knrek ohaaplybiNi^l: 
« Not in the conflict Havoc seeks delight , 
« His day of Mercy is the day of fightf 
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a !6ut when the field is fought, the battle won , 

« Though drench'd with gore, his woes are but begun 

« His deeper deeds ye yet know but by name ,— 

cc The slaughter'd peasant and the ravish'd dame^ 

« The rifled mansion and the foe reap'd field , 

« HI suit wit^ souls at home untaught to yield. 

« Say with what eye along the distant down , 

cc Would flying burghers mark the blazing town ? 

*c How view the column of ascending flames^ 

cc Shake his red shadow o'er the startled Thames ? 

c< Nay, frown not Albion ! for the torch was thine 

« That Ut such fires from Tagus to the Rhine : 

cc Now should they burst on thy devoted coasts 

cc Go> ask thy bosom, who deserves them most ? 

cc The law of Heav'n and earth is life for life, 

a And she who rais'd, in yain regrets the strife, n 

London, 181 2« 
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TO 



NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE. 



« E^pende Ani^ibak]^ : — quot librAs in dtlce ituninoi 
t InTeniet? 
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« The Emperor Nepos was acknowledged by the Senate , 
«f by the Italians, and by the Pjcovincials of Gow/j his moral 
« virtues ; and military talents, were loudly celebrated > and 
<c those who derived any private benefit from his govemment| 
(K annoucned in prophetic strains the restoration of public feli* 
« city. 



K ^t ^t it 4t * te ie 



« By this shameful abdication , he protracted his life a few 
« years, in a very ambiguous state ^ between an Emperor and 
« Exile, till— - 

Oibbon^s Decline and Fall, vol. 6 , p* aaa< 
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^is done— but yesterday a Kvxg, 

And armed with Kings to strive-^ 
And now tbon aria nameless thipg 

So abject— yet alive! , 
Is this the man of thousand thrones , 
lyho strewed our Earth with hostile bones ^ 

And can he thus survive? 
Since he , miscalled the Afoming Star > 
Kor man nor fiend hath fidl^n so far. 

ni-minded man ! why scourge thy kind 

Who bowed so low the kne^ ? 
By gazing on thyself grown blind , 

Thou taught'st the rest to see. 
"With might unquestioned J — ^power to sat6-«-^ 
Thine only gift hath been the grave 

To those that worship'd thee; 

Kor' till thy fall' could mortals guess 

Ambition's less than Uttlehess • 
HI. 
Thinks for ihatlesson^t will teach 

To after-warriors more ; ^^^^ 

Than high Philoscf^y can preadb^ 

And vainly prcn^hed before* 
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That spell upon the minds of men 
freaks never to unite again 3, 

That led them to adore 
Those Paged things of «alM?e-flWay f 
Yfiih fronts of l^rass^ acnd St%i pf dayv 

IV, 
The triumph , and the Vanity , 

The rapture of the strife i-^ 
The earthquake shout of Victdty ^ 

To thee the breath of life ; 
The sword, the sceplre,andllUtstV^y - 
!Which man seemed made 6ut to obey j 

Wherewith renqwn was rifer?- 
AH quell'dl-rDark Spirit ! wtat must \^ 
Tlie madness of (bfy ipemory ! 

V, 

The Desolator desolate! 

The Victor overthroM^ } 
The Aabiteb of others' fate 

A suppLiAirT for his own^ 
b it some yet imperial Udf)0 
That with such dtua^e titk isibf^ d^t 

Or i>|iEJM> of death alone^T 
To die a PE?NCE--«jr Bve: af 'Sl^'^ 
Thy choice js most igiiipfBJy l^v^ f 
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Bea who of old would rei)d the oik , 

Dreamed not of the rehound^ 
Chained by the trunk be rtiblj Woke j| 

Alone— *how lodted hi rdond^-^ 
Thou^ in the sternness of thy strength^ 
An equal deed hast done at length , 

And darker fate hast found ; 
Pe ieU, the forest -prowleis' prey; 
But thou must ^t thy heart away! 

VIL 
The KoBum^ 3 when his buirmtig heart 

Was slaked with blood of Rome» 
Threw down ^» dagger ■ dared det»irt. 

In savage grandeur, JKHne« 
He dared depart, in utter soern 
Of men that such a yoke bad borne. 

Yet left him rach a doom ! 
TUb only glory was that hour 

Of self-upheld abandoned power* 

VllL 
The Spaniard, 4 when the hiai of away 

Had lost its quickening apell. 
Cast crowns for rosarks away^ 

An empire for a oeB; 
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A strict accountant of his beads ^ 
A subtle disputant on creedS| 

His dotage trifled well ; 
Yet better had }\e neither known 
A bigots shrine J nor despot's throne. 

Bat thou— ^from thy reluctant hand 

The thunderbolt is -wrung^ — 
Too late thou leav'st the high cotnmanci 

To which thy weakness dung J 

r 

All Evil Spirit as thqu art ^ 

|t is enough to grieve the hearty 

To see thine own unstrung ; 
To think that God's fair world hath beet^ 
The footstool of a thing so mean : 

And Earth hath spilt her blood for !him^ 

Who thus can hoard his own { ' 
And MoKARCQS bowed the trembling limb ;, 

And thanked him for a throne ! 
Fair Freedom ! we may hold thee dear^i 
When thus the mightiest foes their fea» 

In humblest guise have shown. 
Oh ! ne'er may tyrant leave behind 
A brighter name to lure mankind I 
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XL 

Thine evil deeds are* -writ In gore, 

Nor written thus in vain — 
Thy triumphs tell of fame no more, 

Or deepen every stain. 
If thou hadst died as honour dies. 
Some new Napoleon "tnight arise. 

To shame the world again^— 
But who would soair the solar height, 
To set in such a starless night ? 
XI!. 

Weighed in the balance, hero dust 

Is vile as vulgar play; 
Thy scales , Mortality ! are just 

To all that pass away j 
But yet methought , the living great 
Some higher spafks should animate, , 

To daj^le and dismay ; . 
Nor deemed Contempt could thus make niirth 
Of these , the C^^querors of the earth- 
XIII, 

And she, proud AuBtmix's mournfol flower , 

Thy still imperial bride , 
How bears her biieast the torturing hour ? 

Still clings she to tlry side ! 
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Mast she too bend , must slie too shar^ 
Thy latQ repentance^ long despair ^ 

Thou throneless Homicide ? 
If still she loves thee, hoard that gem ^ 
Tis worth thy vanished diadem ' 

XIV- 
Hien haste thee to thy siiUen Me, 

And gaseupon the sea^ 
That* element may meet thy smile ^ 

It ne'er was ruled by thee ! 
Or trace with thine all idle hand. 
In loitering mood^ upon the s^nd^ 

That Earth is now as free ! 
That Corinth's pedagogue hath now 
Trapsferred bis by-word to thy brow» 

Thou Timour ! in his captive's eage i 
What thoughts will there be thine, 
.While brooding in thy prisoned rage? 
Butone-^)! 'Hie world «pai mine?^. 
Unless' lil^ be of Babybn, 
All sense ^ Wiih thy teeptve g^Bt« 

Life will not long confine 
That q[iirit |Kwml to widely fiirth^ 
&> long obeyed-o30 little wortb I 
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Or like the thief of fire from heaven , 6 

Wilt thou withstand the shock? 
An4 share with hiin^ the unforgiven^ 

His vulture and his rod^ ! 
Foredoome4 by Gfod---by man accurst , 
And that last aet ^ 'though not thy worst ^ 

The very Fiend's arch mock ; 7 
He in his fall preserved his pride > 
An^^ if a mortal^ had as proudly ^e^l 



s. u. o. 

Syst.-oatal. 
1934 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



NOTES. 



Note 1 9 page iB4^ line 7» 

The rapture of the strife-^ 

Certaminis guadia y the expression of AttiU in his harangue to his army y 
^^revious to the battle of Chalons ^ given in Cassiodoros. 

Note 1) page iSS, line i. 
Jj0 who of old would rend the oal.^m 



Milo. 



SyUa. 



CSiarles V* 



Note 3 9 page t35, line to. 
The Romany when his burning heart-^ 

Note 4> page i35, line 19. 
The Spauiardy when the lust of eway^^ 



Note 5) page i38^ line i5. 
Thou Timour I in his captive's cagC'^ 
The cage of Bajazet ) by order of Tamerlane. 

Note 6, page 139, line i. 
Or hie the thief of fire from heavert^ 
JPrometheus. 

Note 79 page 139 9 line 7* 
The very Fiend^s arch mock^^ 

n The fiend's arch mock— 
« To lip a wanton, and suppose her chaste. »— • 

Shakespeare. 
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